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OUR BEAUTIFUL LITTLE SPRING 



L ong, long ago. probably a hundred years or more, there was 
discovered in the bed of the creek which skirts the western 
limits of our present grounds, a sulphur spring of valuable 
medicinal and curative proj)crtics. While men have come and men 
have gone, this little spring has continue<l its 
unchanging temperature and How, in seasons 
wet and seasons dry, through summer's heat 
and winter's cold. All unconsciously, too, to 
itself, it has wrtmght results affecting not only 
the country and pe<^ple immediately around, 
but going forth to all Virginia and to the 
most distant States of the continent. It 
really has made for itself a history—a history 
that deserves to l>e written, and which we 
here propose to bring briefly to view. 

Many years ago, how many we know not, 
but certainly more than a century, there came 
to this section a man by the name of Carvan. Whence he came, 
or who were his progenitors, tradition fails to reveal. He was a 
noted character in his day—a man of pluck and spirit, of daring 
adventure, if not, indeed, a genius. His exploits have been handed 
down from generation to generation even to these times. At the 
time he made his ap}>eanince on this scene, the country im¬ 
mediately around and adjacent to this place was thickly wooded, 
and settlements were few and widely se|)arated. Wild an<l hos¬ 
tile Indians roamed the primeval forests, while the panther, the 
bear, the catamount and the deer were yet in the land. Other native 
animals of smaller siie—such as the fox, the scpiirrel, the raccoon, 
theopossnm. the rabbit—together with 6sh and wild fowl alKMinded. 
Carvan found this land, and he (whether from the dangers 
and exactions of eastern wars, or from a natural f>enchant for the 
wild and romantic, does not ap|iear), thought it a goodly land, and 
here he |Mtched his tent, and here he lived ami dietl. To pnivide a 
safe and secure protection from the tomahawk an<l scalping knife 
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of savaf^e enemies, and the not less dangerous night attacks of lurk¬ 
ing ferocious wild beasts, he erected a rock castle with port-holes, 
from which he might, with his trusty rifle, pick off any approaching 
enemy. This rude fort was located on the site where now stands 
our Art Building, and its remains were clearly visible when, nearly 
sixty years ago, I first visited the spot. 

Of course, Mr, Carvan had occasionally to go forth to distant 
settlements to procure his indispensable beverage of cheap Rio cof¬ 
fee, his “ apple-jack," his powder and ball. These excursions 
always suggested danger, and often resulted in hair-breadth escapes 
from instant death. He never ventured forth unless clad in defen¬ 
sive armor—a long blade at his side and rifle in hand. His experi¬ 
ence soon gave him a habit of wakefulness at night and watchful¬ 
ness by day, which made him superior to his stealthy foes. Always 
on the alert, always ready and equipped to meet dangerous emer¬ 
gencies. if attacked in single combat, he was sure to bring his " In¬ 
jun " down ; but when attacked by many, he would fire his single 
barrel with deadly effect and take to his heels. Being swift of foot, 
wherever he might be. he would strike a beedine for his castle— 
over bramble and bog, over hillock and 
mountain, over craggy rocks and rushing tor¬ 
rents, he would speed to his safe retreat as 
swiftly as a mountain deer. Many marvelous 
traditions of his encounters with Indians, with 
wild cals and bears, were rife in the country as 
late as fifty years ago. One will suffice for this 
paper. It was said that on a certain occasion, 
when on the top of Green Ridge Mountain, 
the first range in rear of the Institute, he 
found himself in the midst of a roving band of 
Indians. Ever equal to emergencies, he fired 
his rifle and ran with all speed along the crest 
of the mountain until he reached the precipice which overhangs the 
deep gorge through which the stream, now bearing his name, 
makes its romantic way. Pressed by the Indians in his rear shout¬ 
ing their terrible war-whoops, he hesitated not, but made the fear¬ 
ful leap to the deep |>ool below and thus saved his scalp and his 
life. This remarkable man gave his name to the stream and to the 
region above the gorge (now called the " Falls "). “ Carvan*s 

Creek " and " Carvan*s Cove " now transmit to us all that wc 
know of the first settler on these historic grounds, save the wild 
legends to which allusion has been made. 

The exact date of the discovery of the little spring is not 
known. But the people of that day. who lived in the region around. 



thought they had, indeed, found a bonanza. They dammed the 
waters above, changed the channel of the stream, and prepared for 
l>oarder8. They sounded abroad the virtues of the little spring, 
and jKrople from afar began to come, and have continued to come, 
to this day. At first they pitched tents and Ixmght supplies from 
the |X)pulace around. They fished, they hunted, and ofttimes re¬ 
galed their appetites, whetted by use of the marvelous waters, with 
wild game and fish. So the little fountain continued to flow and 
the |>eople continued to enjoy its health-giving waters for years, the 
wild romantic country and the op|K>rt uni tics for sport and pleasure 
adding to the attractions of the place. But, after a while, say 
seventy-five years ago. a gentleman of means and prominence, asso¬ 
ciated with himself other capitalists, and purchased a large tract of 
land, including the spring, pur|K)sing to do business on a larger 
scale. Houses were erected, main building and cottages; the 
grounds were laid off, ornamental trees and shrubbery planted, 
vegetable garden enclosed and cultivated, beef cattle and milk cows 
provided, and, indeed, ever>'thing to make it a pleasant and attrac¬ 
tive resort was brought into requisition. 

Soon fashion and wealth from distant 
parts came trooping in to sec the little 
spring and quaff its far-famed waters. Hunt¬ 
ing, fishing, horse-racing, mountain walks 
and even the simple ways and manners of 
the plain <lcnizens of the forest, were con¬ 
verted into sources of pleasure and enjoy¬ 
ment. Old Mr. Johnston was put to his wits' 
end to meet the emergency and failed to meet 
it. His business was beyond his calcula¬ 
tions and his capacities; his guests were more 
numerous and more exacting than he had 
ever dreamed of. Like all Virginia gentlemen of his day, he well 
knew a first-class hotel when he was a guest; but how to conduct 
one himself he knew not. Its varietl and constant exactions by day 
and by night were too much for a gentleman accustomed to leisure 
and high social enjoyments. Like all the race of Virginia hotel¬ 
keepers of the olden time, his first aim was to catch his game, but 
made no preparations for serving it until in hand. Mr. Johnston 
caught more than he bargainc<l for. The |>eople came—came in 
troops, came from afar, the high and the low; even General Jack- 
son. of Tennessee, ** Old Hickory " himself, came. Mr. Johnston 
was not prepared for so many, and especially was the equipment 
unequal to the exactions of his more wealthy and distinguished vis¬ 
itors. He busied about, he improvise<1, he fretted, he swore; but 
all this could not atone for inferior equipment an<l defective service. 
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The reputation of the little spring had completely outrun and over¬ 
run his calculations. However, the attractions of the place itself, 
and its wild, romantic surroundings, afforded relief; his guests 
came to enjoy themselves as well as to quaff the health-giving 
waters. They hunted and fished, they danced, they played cards, 
they ran horses on the race-track, they climbed the precipitous 
mountains, and “ Johnston’s Springs ” enjoyed for a time a wide¬ 
spread reputation as a good place to sojourn at—good for health 
and good for enjoyment. Its .social and festive life had many 
charms for the very high order of people who made their annual 
pilgrimages to its shady bowers to recreate and to dissipate. Not 
many years elapsed before Mr. Johnston closed his career of earthly 
pleasures anil vexations, and was buried very near the scenes in 
which he had been the most conspicuous figure and the most prom¬ 
inent actor. His remains have been removed in recent years to the 
East Hill Cemetery, of Salem, Va. 

His death was the signal for the dissolu¬ 
tion of the company. The lands were sold off 
by piece-meal to permanent settlers, leaving 
only the hundred and fifty acres surrounding 
the spring, which now constitute the remnant 
of the original domain. The buildings and 
the spring fell into the hands of renters, who 
vainly strove to restore the place to its former 
pro8|>erity and prominence. Passing yearly 
from one hand to another for successive sea¬ 
sons, the grounds and immediate surround¬ 
ings gave evidence of decay and departing 
glories, destined soon, however, to take on a new and higher life. 

About the year 1840 the property was offered for sale at a 
merely nominal valuation. No purchaser could be found—no one 
came forwaril to restore the place to its former regime and attrac¬ 
tiveness ; no one. indeed, was disposed to make such a venture, as 
other watering-places had improved their accommodations, and the 
facilities for reaching them, to such an extent as to defy competi¬ 
tion. It, however, came to pass that a man from the North—a 
minister of the Baptist faith—came to Virginia with the avowed 
pur|>ose of improving the educational advantages of the old State. 
His name was Joshua Bradley, and he was advanced in years. His 
wife was his only companion, for if he had any children, they did 
not accom|>any him on his philanthropic mission. It was about 
the year 1K41 that he visited the place, and finding many cottages 
and other buildings unoccupied and all for sale, he at once con¬ 
ceived the idea of making it the site of a great school for both sexes. 
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With no money in his pocket, and no promise of any, he purcha.scd 
the property at a venture on deferred payments, and opened school, 
appointing himself principal. The natural attractions of the place, 
its reputation for healthfulness, the building^, the little spring, at 
once brought to him overflowing numbers—boys and girls, young 
men and young women, came in flocks. He then, with the argu¬ 
ment of large numbers and bright pros|>ects, went to the people for 
money to pay for the property. His plan was to fonn an Educa¬ 
tion ^ciety, under the imiH)sing title, ’* Tlie Valley Union Educa¬ 
tion Society of Virginia.” This society was chartered on the prin¬ 
ciple of a joint stock company, and was to conduct an institution 
for all denominations, the principal, however, to be a man of his 
owm (Mr. Bradley’s) church connection, 

Mr. Bradley soon found he had embarked on a boisterous sea. 
He had numbers and he had public confidence 
to some extent; but his newly-made friends, 
while rejoicing in his success, failed to re¬ 
spond w’ith alacrity, and in liberal gifts, to his 
appeals for money. His debts loomed up l>e- 
forc him in huge proportions for one of his 
means. He also found himself, at his age of 
life, totally unqualified to manage Virginia 
youths, especially the more high-spirited. He 
had troubles and vexations unUK>ked for. His 
teachers quarrelled and threatened to eject 
him. So the g»>od, old man. at the en<l of 
a single session, bade a final adieu to the in¬ 
fant enterprise he had started, and, shaking the very <lust of old 
Virginia from his feet, ma<le his way to the .State of Missouri, there, 
doubtless, hoping to find a more congenial soil and atmosphere for 
the furtherance of his philanthropic plans. 

The school had secured such an appnwal as to insure its con¬ 
tinuance. It had many trials in its earlier years; but. still, it made 
progress. From 1K42 to 1852. it was ctmducted on the original 
plan—that is, for both sexes. But its accommixlations were too 
limited for both classes, and in 1852 it o|>ened for girls only. Sewn 
it was filled with pupils from all parts of the State; it met a press¬ 
ing, but ttnrecognixed demand, aiul when it had demonstrated this 
fact and made it luUpablc to all eyes, ntany other schools for girls 
arose in different fuirts of the State. But still it hchl on the even 
tenor of its own wray, and for fifty-six years it has continued with 
ever-advancing standards and facilities. Previous to the war its 
pupils came in full numbers fixmi \*irginia alone. Now they hail 
from many States—north as well as south, west as well as ea^- The 
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frail buildings which Mr. Johnston erected for summer boarders 
have long ago been all swept away, and six large, well-constructed 
buildings, all of brick, have been erected in their stead. The grounds 
around have been greatly improved, and embrace many acres cov¬ 
ered with shade trees and shrubbery. Its graduates are scattered 
all over this land, and some are in foreign countries. Its courses 
of literary studies are numerous and broad, its schools of music, art 
and elocution are of a high order. It is a school for boarding pupils 
mainly, and its accommodations are almost constantly filled—often 
to overflowing. The aggregate annual attendance for the fifty-six 
years of its history has been about seven thousand. Tlie close of 
the current session will complete fifty-six years since its origin, 
during fifty-two of which it has been under its present management. 

The first permanent institution of its grade for the higher edu¬ 
cation of women in the State of Virginia, it has witnessed the origin, 
the rise and the progress of all others. Its early success awakened 
public sentiment on the subject of the higher education of girls, and 
hence many other institutions came into being. Its advancing age 
has in no sense diminished its vigor and enterprising spirit. Each 
succeeiling session still adds to its better equipment and facilities 
and its wider reach and influence. 

Run, on, little spring I Marvelous have been the results from 
your first discovery, at the bottom of Carvan*s Creek, to the present 
time. May many come, in the future as in the past, to imbibe your 
health-giving waters and to drink from those other springs your 
existence has brought into being, whose waters invigorate and de¬ 
velop all that is true and noble in womankind I 

lliis school now bears the name of Hollins* Institute—from 
the consideration that Mrs. Anne Hollins, of the city of Lynch¬ 
burg. gave to it handsome donations and with the consent of the 
old education society which held possession, in the year 1855, placed 
it in the hands of a self-|>erpetuating Board of Trustees. 

X. Y. X. 
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HOLLINS HYMN. 


AIR—the Golden.*^ —A'a'i'V- 

Oirt round with noble mountains, 
Upreachinc to the skies, 

Held close to Nature's bosom. 

Our dear old Hollins lies, 

5o peaceful, so secluded. 

So far from worldly strife, 

To all an inspiration 
Unto a nobler life. 

With him who was to Hollins, 
Creator, builder, rulde. 

Our loyal love and rev'rence 
Shall evermore abide. 

For teachers tried and faithful, 

For friendships strong and true. 
We have, beloved Hollins, 

For these to thank thee too. 

When from thy halb, dear Hollins, 
We've scattered far and wide. 
Thy spirit bearing with us. 

O I may It be thy pride 
That from each home we *ve entered 
A woman's love has flowed 
Unto our Alma Mater, 

Our country, and our God I 


-Mas Wm Tsvtoa Thou. 























LIFE AT HOLLINS. 




LEGE friendships arc often powerful friendships. 
Mutual troubles and ambitions and aims make the 
bond between friend and friend wonderfully strong, 
and never can we learn to know one's virtues as well 
as his weaknesses better than under the trying light 
a missed lesson, or of an officer's rebuke. This 
. ui perfect knowfedge of each other, and the freedom, 

^"SvtrtCnnatu rally attends it, causes a congeniality which is one of 
the chief charms of college life, and nowhere. I think, is this more 
strongly marked than it is in the social life of Hollins. There are 
so many mysticisms whose signs or key-words are known only to the 
chosen few, that it is hard to reveal to an outsider the real delights 
of our social pleasures, but there are times when our joy 
seems contagious, and the merest looker-on must feel with us. Tliis 
hidden charm is indefinable—it can only be expressed as it is illus¬ 
trated. 

I. 


IN THE PRACTICE RCXDM. 



** The very old girl I want! Do 
stop practising. Your next les¬ 
son doesn't come till Friday, and 
it will do you lots more good to 
chat me a while." 

Despite the sublime conceit of 
it, the invitation was too much for 
her, and Nell, shutting Qementi 
with a bang, locked the door in case 
of emergency, threw up the window 
and sat down on the sill. The night 
was superbly calm. Just outside the 
campus a little stream gurgled, and 
bubbled, and sang; on the right, old 
Tinker stood out black and ma¬ 
jestic against the sky, and the 
moonlight bathed all in a silver, 
shimmering glow. 
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Beautiful, isn t it ? " said Alice, drawing the piano-stool up to 
the window. "Yes; everything at Hollins is beautiful," sighed 
Nell. " I can’t bear to think that this is my la.st year at the dear, old 
place." Alice sighed also, and listened, for a moment, to the soft 
swish, swish of the trees. Suddenly, she started, and laughed softly. 

Say, Nell, she said, " suppose we buy Hollins one of these days— 
you and I—and live here always. That would be fine!" " And 

cKCupy a hundred rooms—’ you and I’—? Ah! I sec. How prac¬ 
tical, Alice !" Pretty Alice did not mind irony. " Silly,^' she 

laughed. “ my idea isn’t so narrow as that. I mean for us to do 
something for^our sex—my plan, in sfiort, is to turn Hollins into a 
Princess Ida establishment, don't you know." (She was studying 
Senior literature, and deep in Tennyson that quarter.) The slender 
figure in the window almost lost her balance with delight. "Cute ! " 
she exclaimed, enthusiastically, " What a bright, little, ohl brain it 
is after all ! Now, let ’s plan. To begin with, your study ?—will 
be in the library, of course. All shadowy couches, and marble 
busts, and rows upon rows of dusty, musty 
books it must be. while my studio — " 

" Oh, the reading-r<x>m. /^lease t " " Well, 
then, in the reading-room, shall he simply 
lined with pictures of Calve’s and Pader¬ 
ewski's, while my piano shall be a Stein- 
way, and —." " Your pardon, my dear," 
laughingly, " but that isn’t accunling to 
Tennyson." " Oh. Tennysrm can —1 mean 
that, of course, we must have mo<lem im¬ 
provements in oar affair; and say, Nell, we 
won't have those fearfully out-of-date lilac, 
and yellow, and while rol>cs. will we ?" 

" Have them ?" with consummate scorn, 

" well. I rather think not. Why, Alice, we 
will have Worth’s establishment transfiorted 
to Hollins—they can have Miss Parkinson's 
departments, I sup]x>se—and subscril>c to 
the ’ Toilette.* and ’ I-a Mode,* an<l l>e swell 
while we are about it. Hut. Alice," in a 
puzzled tone. " who xviU he the * Princess* } ” Alice hesitateil. ’‘Why, 
you." she said. Hitely. " No, you," confusedly, " Oh. no. you," 
waveringly, "Dear. I insist. It must be >*ou," cordially. " We-ll. 
then." semi-reluctantly, " and you? " " I will l>c * Ijidy illanchc.* of 
course—forbid<ling, horrid f" and she almost overturned the stool 
in her attempts to look dignifie<l. " I will even try to rule * Psyche’s * 
pupils. No games of basket-liall for them after long hours in ’Uncle 
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Hilly's’ recitation-room listening to variations on Laplace; no strolls 
around ‘the fountains spouted up and showering down, in meshes of 
the jasmine and the rose * ; but long walks on Tinker and the other 
hills around (though, to be sure, we may have it all graded, and 
tracked off for wheels by then) * to take the dip of certain strata, 

‘ hammering and clinking, chattering stony names/ Oh, 1 will make 
an ideal ‘ l^dy Hlanche,^ jealous, meddling, crabbed. 

Alice laughed joyously. “ How charming it will be. and how 
nice the old, white gate will look with that delightful inscription over 
it; * Let no man enter in on pain of death.* ** “ Oh, Allie but 

‘ Caesar !’ ** ** Kellie Benton. I confess that Caesar has been here 

a fciv years, but tell me, dear, do you expect him to live forever ? By 
the time our plan has matured sufficiently—** 

Man’s voice outside, “ Is Miss Halice ’Onier ’olding this 
room ? ” The door is opened; enter Mr. Fisher; exit Nellie. Alice 
falls to work on Clementi. 

11 . 

At the uncanny hour 
of midnight. 

“ Oh, this fearful, 
squeaking door! Sh-h-h! 
Listen. Isn’t that somc- 
Ixxly coming ? Only a 
cat. Horrid, little old 
i thing ! Now, just listen 
^ to the noise it *8 making, 
purring away over there 
i in the comer. Here ’s 
[ . the dtior at last. Horrors, 
what a noise I Ah, safe!” 

The rosy little girl 
who, her companions 
said, had a never-weary 
tongue, sat down with a 
sigh of relief in the circle of shadowy forms gathered around “ the 
l^ix.” and looked with a little shudder over at the lantern shaped 
like a skeleton’s head with great, green eyes. “ I thought I never 
would get here,” she said, diving her hand down into a box of Huy- 
ler’s, which stood near her. “ We did, too,” giggled a little maid 
who was working bravely away on a turkey-lxinc, on the other side 
impromptu table. ** \Vc thought you had fallen by the way- 
*^gai'' 5^he giggled immoderately. Indeed we did, 
clear,” the hostess—a small, sprightly brunette, smiled pleasantly. 
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” and now, while you are finishing that part of the programme, as 
we have all done our best in that direction, suppose we begin the 
tales. Wait a minute ! Sh-h-h—listen I All right, go on, Bess.” 

She of the irrepressible giggle, immediately relinquished the 
turkey-bone and obediently began her story. It was a weird, wild 
one, punctuated with little hysterical laughs, and by the time she 
was through, ” the box ” had been pushed back, and the girls were 
huddled up close together. The candle over in the skeleton’s head 
was flickering and burning low. So, the tales went around—each 
time the terror increasing, each time the candle burning lc»wer. At 
last, it was the hostess' time, and the girls* eyes grew wide, for she 
was a locally renowmed story-teller, and her voice was of that 
vibrant, contralto quality that could well adapt itself to the weird 
and uncanny. 

” Several years ago,” she began, ” while at school in a neigh¬ 
boring State, 1 was asked to join a secret society, and the night for 
my initiation was appointed. When it came, it was a fearful night, 
with the w'ind all whistling around the comers of the house, and 
then, moaning itself away in the tree-tops. 'Hie hour apfiointed was 
twelve, and until that time, 1 lay in bed alternately listening and 
praying. At last, however, I heard the old cathedral clock begin to 
strike in its deep, rich tone, and just as it finished striking, my dcnir 
opened noiselessly, a tall, masked fomi glided in, and taking me by 
the hand, led me, without a word, into the blackness of the hallway 
without. I shuddered with fright. Down the hall we crept, my 
companion every now and then uttering a low groan, which seemed 
to be answered invariably by a mufllcd sound from the direction in 
which we were going. At last, we stoppc<l before a dfK>r, the very 
mention of which was enough to fill any girl in scho<)l with terror. 
It was a room unused for years, save for odd pieces of very old fur¬ 
niture. and such mbbish—it was the awful ‘ haunted chaml>er.* As 
we approached, the d<x>r swung slowly open, and, oh, girls, im¬ 
agine my horror when—” 

Suddenly, the room was enveloped in darkness. Shrieks ? 
Almost immediately a peremptory voice demanded admittance, and 
five minutes later, the perfect quiet of the building was undisturbed 
save by the cat, |)eacefully purring in the hallway, 

III. 

ON OUR CA»«PUS MARTIUS. 

” All my men come on. Anmnd the track once before we be¬ 
gin I ” and the captain, a tall, angular girl, with a firm step that tal¬ 
lied well with her strong mouth and eye, started briskly around the 
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track, followed by eight girls, some in Hollins green and gold— 
some in the blue and white of their side. After a steady trot of 
al>out fifty yards, one plump creature with a little laugh of defeat, 
dropped from the ranks, and then the other side, in red and white, 
started in where the first had begun. For several minutes nothing 
was heard but the regular beat, beat of their feet on the firm earth, 
and their heavy breathing. At last, the rest having dropped out 
here and there on the way, the captain of the second team alone 
held out to the end, and then fell over, panting, heated, triumphant, 
on the grass. A rest of five minutes and then, having heard the call 
to get to your places,” they scattered off in twos to right and left, 
and the game was called. 

Up goes the ball, there is a moment of uncertainty, and then— 
there it goes, straight up toward the ” blue-and-white goal.” The 
goal-keeper gets it and trys for the basket, but her opponent is too 
much for her, and in an instant, the ball is flying high over the 
heads of the girls back toward the center. There a ” red-and-white 
girl ** gets ];>osscssion of it, and starts running, bouncing it at every 
step, to the goal. The bluc-and-whites get excited. ”Run into 
her. Mary.” ” Put a stop to that little game over there, Charles,” 
and other such exhortations are screamed wildly at the players in 
that end of the field, while the others look as if they will die of im¬ 
patience if they can’t come to the rescue of that ball. Presently, 
some one does run into her, but she is too quick for her attack, and 
sends the ball straight toward her goal-keeper. For once in her life 
the goal-keeper is careless, and an opponent, rushing in before her, 
catches the ball, gives it a powerful sweep across the field, and lands 
it in the ditch outside. Naturally, a rush ensues, one enthusiastic 
little player is heedless of her limits, and the umpire calls ” a foul 
for the blue-and-whites I ” There are frownings, and muttcrings. 
and covert remarks of ” It isn’t fair I ” or, She forgot.” from all 
l>arts of the field, but the umpire is firm, and the girls gather around 
the triumphant goal. .At the first throw, the ball misses, but. luck¬ 
ily, it falls into the goal-keeper’s hands again, and the second time, 
it hits the rim of the frame, rel)ounds a little, settles against the edge 
of the basket, and then drops in. 

The applause from the blue-and-whites is almost deafening, 
while one of the most enthusiastic lookers-on. inspired by the 
triumph of the moment, shouts hoarsely. 

Blue and whita, It *• all right! 

VIvr la, vWa la, blue and white t ** 

The game is not near complete, two more points being required 
to make the victory a perfect one, but from the house, an unwel- 
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I conic bell rings hoarsely, and the girls—laughing, happy, tired, 
troop up to their rooms. 

And so, the days pass on at Hollims—days of pleasure, days of 
labor, days of delightful intercourse with those who are most con¬ 
genial. ()ne day, a shadow falls across the life of one of our com¬ 
rades—it darkens the lives of us all; one day, a special joy comes 
into some heart—we all laugh, in sympathy. 

'1 he days pass on. one day (in the main), a likeness of the other, 
*Yith no special differences, no marked peculiarities; but they im- 
|ires«i upon our hearts pictures which somewhere, far down in the 
dim vista of the coming years, we will unfold, and pore uinm, and 
\ cam over. 

SUCERNA SmYTHB. 
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SECOND FLOOR, MAIN BUILDING. 


[AKTKR Rlt.BY.] 


Qo«)d g\rU llvet on M»cond floor, 

Law/.}' I but we *re g(K)d I 
Toll you all about ut, eh ? 

Hureiy wUh I could t 
We ain’t no very pretty, but 
They »ay wo ’ve got tl»e •tylo, 

And all the rest o’ folkt U drap|)ed 
Behind the timee a mile. 

But theee here girli on iiecond floor 
If mighty good you 'll ’low, 

And the little thlngf we do 
Ain’t worth the count, no how t 
We don't do nothing hut run about 
And up and down and in and out, 

And whoop and yell and sweetly call 
To all who paiui along the hall. 

And when the bell rings ten at night, 

We skips aV>out with all our might, 

And take* our things and goes to play 
With other girls across the way,~ 

And this is very go<»d, you see, 

Becaufte those girls might lonesome be. 

And many times we skips upsUirs 
And down, when we have said our prayers, 
And takes with us our chaflng<dish 
And little things as we may wish. 

Like cups and plates an<l eggs and ham 
And crackers, olives, pickles. Jam,— 

And this is very good, you see, 

Because our friends might hungry be t 
And oh ! we runs a^'ross the snake 
When’s dark enough to make you quake, 
And when behind most every post 
I vow we see a real live ghost,— 

But this is brave and swell, you see, 

Never of nothin’ 'frald to be ! 

And nighu when the moon is dim and pale, 
We walks on the bridge and tells a talc,_ 


And this is rtry good, you see, 

Because that moon might lonesome be f 
And then, the cutest thing of all,— 

We have a telephone and call. 

And Charlesie tells Virginia when 
To **skip” away and hack again ; 

And sometimes when we drinks much tea. 
We can't tell where our rooms may be. 
And Ida finds by morning light. 

With Isabel she's spent the night, 

And Anna, when she '• waked real well, 
lias refligeed with Mary Hhell, 

• Now, Nona, Nita, **8airy” Brice, 

Are awfVtl stiff but awfhl nice, 

And with their stately tread and name 
Tliey adds much glory to our fame. 

And Mattie Ayer and Alvb Peete 
Are lovely as their names are sweet, 

They make an awAil lot o’ noise 
And teems right fond of ttriain boys, 

But they are equal to the best, 

And does their duty like the rest 
Now this is why, wo always tell. 

We never play before light bell, 

Because we have luir work to do 
Like reading French, and I^atln, too. 

In Building Rast or Building Weal, 
Wherever we may do it beat j 
And nothing would persuade us to 
Skip a claas as others do, 

Unless we failed the bell to bear 
And did not know the lime was near, 

Or fklled for r ea s ons very good. 

To get our leesons as we should. 

And all the lime we niu and play, 

More by night, a heap by day. 

And run and shout and 1st have Ain 
And thb le all we've ever done. 

The lady what sees after us 
Is bt a little stout. 

And rooks and locks and sUn her tea 

And never flnds us out f 

Yes, laway me t the girb b good, 

’At lives on second, Main, 

Hope to guodaass I can get 
To live up hem again. 

K O. 


tl 




at the dance. 


.luit A ilmln of droAiny muilc 

Bring* a vision fair before me, 
And A vague, delicious magic 

Bcems to weave its feller* o'er me. 


And within its cbarmM thraldom, 

Once again 1 feel the tweelnes* 

Of your presence—time has proved It— 
Thai for mo held Life’s compleienes* I 

Once again 1 live all over, 

To that tune wo meet and sever, 

With your hand in mine, O, fair one, 
Would that we might glide forever I 


Did y<»u never gues* my secret— 

Kn«iw I learne<l to love you madly, 
As we slowly walUed li»gethor? 

Hark, the music sinks half sadly ! 



Had you ever known 1 loved you— 

Now’t is vain I wonder whether— 
Could you e’er have loanied to love me, 
Ha 41 our lives been cast tngethert 

Foolish fancies, wild chimeras ! 

Wilder still, when 1 remember. 
That was in life’s early summer, 

Now't is dreary, bleak December 1 

Dies the music, fades the vision. 

But their memory fades, ah, never! 
And your face and that weird music, 

In my heart remain forever! 
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THE FACULTY, 


When I know people and love them, loo, I want to talk about 
them, and I love to hear other people talk alK>ut them. You old 
Hollins girls who, we hope, have turned over with interest these 
Spinster pages, will not mind having a chat alnjut those whom you 
used to love, except at examination time, and whom vou now love 
altogether. I am afraid it will he a one-sided chat, though. Will 
you excuse me if I do all the talking ? I hate awful pauses, and it 
will be rather hard for you to respond; so I am not going to wait 
for your reply, but say my say. A word to you who arc not Hol¬ 
lins fprl» • Following Uncle Billy's example. I am going to call you 
Cetcri. Now, Cetcri, let me tell you something; this is not writ¬ 
ten for you. Of course, there are no state secrets divulged here, 
and you arc welcome to read just as much as you can without 
dying of fatigue, “perishing to death,’' as some people say; but I am 
your friend, and as such warn you candidly not to read this. It will 
be about as interesting as when two fiersons in the room know 
something all to themselves, ami persist in talking about it. 

Don't you remember what I said ? ” 

That last thing ? ” 

No; the other thing." 

" Which other thing? About her ? ** 

" About what he said about her," 

Then these two people will wonder why you can’t join in their 
laugh. That will he the result if you, dear Ueteri, do not take my 
advice. 

Now, girls—for Hollins girls only are hearing the rest of this— 
we must at the l>eginning tell you of the changes this year has 
brought. If you were to pay us a visit. Miss Parkinson would meet 
you at the steps, and when you go into Mrs. C hilds's little office, at 
the right of the door, you will find it presided over by a tall, grace¬ 
ful lady, with the sweetest face and the gentlest manners in the 
world. We have pen^ical meetings with her in the chapel at four 
in the afternoon, or right after breakfast Saturday morning, when 
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any new pupils who may have come in since the last meeting, are 
assigned their seats, and the rest of us arc instructed in ’* The Art of 
Living.” 

Here is the advantage in doing all the talking: If I let you say 
anything, you would be sure to ask me which of our lady prin¬ 
cipals wc liked best, and I could not tell you. To know' Miss Park¬ 
inson is just to love and admire her, while we can never forget dear 
Mrs. Childs’s gentle, motherly ways and kind thoughts of us. 

Miss Georgia is supplanted on the third floor by Mrs. Kone, 
who reminds us of a hen rushing around among her brood, always 
so loving and thoughtful, the herald of clean counterpanes and pil¬ 
low cases. 

Mr. Barnwell and Mr. Whitescarver have gone, too, and have 
left in their places Dr. McBryde and Mr. Estes Cocke, our beloved 
principal's grandson. I would tell you a secret if I were not afraid 
some Cetcrus—a—um, would hear. Believe I *11 run the risk. 
Rumor says they are darlings. Though if you were to ask Mr. 
McBryde. he would say ** Yes,” following it up by a negative, ex¬ 
plaining that they arc only friends. Whereupon, Mr. Cocke will 
explain the difference between friends and <larlings as he did be¬ 
tween positive and negative quantities in his Intermediate Algebra 
Class: A negative quantity is just exactly the same as a positive— 
just exactly, except that it means just the opposite.” Mr. Cocke’s 
Senior MathematicalClass says that he has a most exasperating way 
of saying ” simply,” that makes you tremble and fail from the very 
awe-inspiring simplicity. When he hurls forth his ” simply draw,” 
the easiest figure seems the hardest, and you stand in motionless 
horror. When he observes that you should ” simply * sumc the 
soblem prolved,* *' you rack your brains to see how in the world 
you can assume anything solved in connection with such a problem. 
If you ” had it at your finger’s end,” it would be different. Does 
any one know why Mr. Cocke did not make his appearance at 
Senior Mathematical Cla.s8 the Friday after the Christmas holidays? 
It is said of a girl who was here last year, that, when somebody re¬ 
marked to her that she had gone into her room, and found her in 
the arms of Morpheus, she immediately returned, with all the stern¬ 
ness of offended dignity, “ I don’t know any one by the name of 
Morpheus, and if I did I would not be in his arms.” I wonder if 
Mr. Cocke has met any one by that name. But this is nonsense; he 
would not have been in his arms. 

To know Mr. McBryde in his glory, you should see him on his 
pulpit in the little recitation room in the west building in front of 
the blackboard. You must know that the whole length of the room 
is a little platform, not more than two feet wide, except at the end 


near the window, where it is broad enough for a chair. In front of 
this platform is the most remarkable species of reading desk you 
ever saw. We lake pleasure in saying that our professor shows no 
lazy tendencies; for he never sits down—always standing in the same 
place, with his elbows resting in just the same way, on this queer 
little desk. I he Junior Literary girls always associate this spec¬ 
tacle with Irving; for so long and so fondly did this class pore over 
the works of the great ambassador, that Irving Inrcame a second 
nature with Mr. McBrj'de, to such an extent that one of his pupils 
accidentally arldressed him as Mr. Irving. When wc took up 
C<x)per, it was hard for our teacher to lay aside his former customs; 
and one of the girls insists that she will always speak of .Mr. Ir— 
Ccxjper’s works. 

There is a certain quotation pertaining to the substitution of 
lemon juice for ink, very familiar to the Senior Literary girls. 1 
would take pleasure in quoting it for you, although you have, no 
doubt, heard it, except that in so doing, I should run the risk of be¬ 
ing excluded from the E-.Society, and losing all iiiy friends. One 

thing we can not leave unsahl about Mr. McBr>'de is his extreme 
fondness for Lemon. 

Now, l)efore wc pass on from our ” Minnie and Mary,” we 
may cite as illustrative of their different dis|K)sitions the way in 
which Mr. Cocke and Mr. McBryde respectively remove cats from 
the rewm. At the advent of a pretty white kitten in Intermediate 
Mathematical Class, our instnictor did ” this-a-way;” he lifted it up 
by the back of its neck, and, opening the door, let it fall from a 
height of some five feet. .Mr. McBr>‘dc, on the other hand, takes 
grhnaikitt—l hojK? you will obser\’e my efforts to l>e p<Jetical—into 
his arms, and, stroking the glossy fur, slowly advances towards the 
door. There he carefully an<l tenderly de|>osits his charge, and 
proceeds witli his class. 

Dr. Kusian needs no description to Hollins girls—girls wlm 
have struggled with French com|>ositions, tiy-ing to reconcile the 
.statement, ” tot, which iss not clear its ni>t French.” "To be or 
not to be, tot’s de quesshtin.” " As he wass my friend, I killed him,” 
and " Observe, tot iss not French,” come over us now; and there 
IS a vague indefinite sort of idea of ” falling in love at three o’clock,” 
and wine merchants wearing re<l waists. But who is there who 
floes not love D<Ktor Kusian, and always listen to him with an 
“ armed chair,” as he translated ” air chaim^ ” the other day. 

VV'hilc over at the east building. sup|)ose W’e go over some of 
llicle Billy's ” characteristics.” In your imagination are you not 
struggling with some difficult constniction in indirect speech, ac- 
conipaniefl by the dulcet strains of Dr. Harry’s violin in the ad- 
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joining nK>ni. an<l encouraged by the fre<iucnt repeated. Hein. I 
don’t understand you.” I lion’t know which picture of Lncle Billy 
is more exact, when he is out among his flowers in the siimmer, or 
the picture he presents on cold winter days, when we see him w-alk- 
ing up and down on the gallery, his hat pulled ilown over his face, 
his old gray army cloak, lineil with red. thrown over his shoulders, 
and wreaths of smoke encircling his head. Have you ever pawee 
his room after supper, and. looking through the window, seen him 
hard at work stiulving out a game of chess ? 

Miss Marv has lately taken to riding a bicycle, and they say 
she is learning’to play tennis, too. Once this winter Mr. Fisher was 
absent from Oiapel. and Miss Pleasants being for the time in charge 
of the organ, filleil our souls with bliss by the march she played. It 
went something like this: 


J ^4 j il J.j, 


Wc pupils were wreathed in smiles, although such strains were 
strangely inharmonious with the character of Spinsters; an<l the 
teachers were about as much surprise<l as once upon a time Miss 
Mary herself had been at the appearance (or “ apparition Dr. 
Kusian would say) of “ Mr. A. IHat/* 

Miss Agnes. At the mention of that name, does not a fright¬ 
ful picture of history diagrams come into your mind, with the ap¬ 
palling thought that they arc not ** accurate ? ” To girls who do not 
study history it is very amusing to watch the eager countenances at 
the breakfast table, to sec necks craning to catch a glimpse of a cer¬ 
tain table very near the middle of the dining-room, and to hear gprls 
who can*t sec that part of the room, say, in an undertone. ** Has 
Miss Agnes come down ? ** If Miss Agnes does not make her ap¬ 
pearance, and the report is spread that she is sick, you hear some 
girl, looking steadily into her plate until she can assume a more 
serious countenance, observe that she hopes Miss Agnes is not very 
sick, but—Oh. 1 am so glad wc are not going to have history. I 
don't know it at all,’* 

Mr. Fisher might fitly be termed the ** gentleman of the athletic 
eyebrows.” Was he ever sarcastic with you ? Mr. Fisher is one of 
the |>eoplc of whom it can be said: 


•• Wh«n he It he It ve?}*, very good 
Bui when he it bed, he U horrid.'* 












fflOriMOU WIttlAM H. ntAftANT*. 







I don’t know whetlicr that last word would stand the test with 
our niusic^ director at “ 'Ollins Hinstitute." who might find it to he 
originally intended for “’orrid.” Hut Mr. Fisher’s wit. instead of 
putting us in awe of him, makes us admire him the more, ami I can 
think of no officer who has more friends among’ the students 

As Mr. McUrj-de is in his glory at his little pulpit, so " Mccstcr 
heechcr must be seen in his chair in the pulpit .Sunday nights 
peacefully and sweetly slumbering the sermon through. 

■ • ^ “f my friends 

visiting Hollins were to send a telegram to me. “ I came. I saw I 

laughed,” I should know what they had seen—that funny, slick 
silky, green hat. turned down in the front and up in the back 
with that semi-circular feather sticking up just like a minatnre tur- 
keys tail. His pupils say he has an atomizer in his desk; and as 
a reward for unusually good playing on their part, they, the piino 
and other articles of furniture arc generously sprinkled with 
cologne that must be foreign; we have never seen anvthing like it 
here. 

We arc sorry for .Mr. Irsay. having to deal with the English 
language and wayward girls at the same time; and would like to 
say just here, that, if we ever tr>- to teach where the English lan¬ 
guage IS not spoken, we hope we can make overselvcs understood 
in that language as well as .Mr. Irsay does in ours, and still keep 
our tempers as .splendidly undisturlied as his. 

Miss Marian Bayne is just the same as ever, with the same 
bright, cordial face, the same measured tread, the same preciseness 
in every movement, ever)- word—altogether pleasant, except the un¬ 
mistakable suggestion of red ink. that we can never get rid of. 

Miss Hurt has intermediate I-atin this year, and is still at work 
impressing on the youthful mind, the *’ Doctrine of Imlircct 
Si)ecch." There is a saying in *’ Corks and Curls 

** If yoM wAiit to iiMik* B. L., 

y®, Uuf h long and well \ 

At thejoket profeMori lejj,** 

\Vc must say that an undue desire to ” make I). L.” has nothing 
in the world to do with the reception of Miss Hurt’s jokes. No such 
mercenary design couhl bring forth the titter caused by the start- 
ling statement that “ Catiline sat on tl»e fire in the twelve most fav¬ 
orable places.” 

Mrs. Wells, with her gentle, refined ways ami musical voice, 
comes before us. We can see her smile in answer to our applause 
at the announcement of " .\ngus McDonald;" we see her standing 
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there 80 modest and attractive, her dark red dress adorned with red 
and white carnations; and we wonder if it is that beautiful voice 
alone that draws us to Mrs. Wells, that makes us love her so: *Tor 
a Spinster can love when there’s nobody by.” 

It is Miss Thalia we think of as playinjj her accompaniments, 
but Miss Thalia's kingdom is her hall after Chapel at night, as she 
goes from room to room, “ All in, girls ? ” And when she docs 
find more in a certain room than belong there, none of us can 
doubt the sincerity of her sorrow, when, in sending them to their 
rooms, we hear her say, ” I do hope I sha'n’t have to keep people 
from doing what they want to all my life ! ” Dear Miss Tlialia al¬ 
ways so kind and sympathetic, with all her aversion to looking be¬ 
hind screens and in wardrobes. 

1 wonder if 1 have waited long enough after talking about Miss 
Marian to mention Miss Mattie Cocke's name. You see they are 
very sensitive about being teased as darlings; and, if they are put 
anywhere near eacli other, they will think that some insinuation is 
intendetl. lUit now they can not possibly have any grounds for 
suspicion. We arc simply speaking of Miss Mattie now, Miss Mat- 
tie, who every school morning, from nine to ten, reigns supreme in 
the office, standing with big account book in hand dealing out pens, 
ink, l>ooks and paper to the girls who surround her. That makes 
one think of Jerome K. Jerome’s description of French exercises; 

*' Has your uncle pens, ink and paper ? My uncle has neither 
pens, ink nor paper; but the child of my gardener has some flowers.” 

Miss Murdock has as much sorrow at her charcoal-covered 
hands as she has delight in lavender ribbons. She w^as never 
known to wear a ribbon that had not some tint of pun>le—whether 
it was the deepest royal purple or the most delicate lavender. In 
her studio, however, the lavender ribbons arc hidden under that big 
brown checkered apron; and it is there that she is always urging 
promptness and struggling w'ith Italian names, 
j Miss Weaver and Miss Gormlcy arc inseparable in our minds, 
tn physical culture hour. Miss Weaver often plays for the drill. 
But, when we can’t make the movements come in with the music, 
what a familiar scene it is to sec Miss Gormlcy press her hand to 
her forehead in quite a dramatical style, saying, “ A little 
slower ! ’* But when that is even worse, she will want it a little 
faster. Finding that one is as bad as the other, she comes to the 
conclusion that waltz time will not do. 

If we arc to talk alxmt people in pairs, w'c can not separate 
Miss Rudd and Mabel Simms; they arc just like cup and saucer, 
this aunt and niece. It is a common sight to see them start out 
walking in the afternoon, so much alike, so loving, smiling such a 
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THE UNTIMELY FATE OF A HOLLINS TEACHER. 


Teacher prudent, 

Meets a student, 

Skipping out at night; 

Says teacher prudent 
To the student, 

“Oh, this isn’t right!” 

Says the student 
To teacher prudent, 

“ Better save your breath !** 
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SOCIETY. 



all know that the Knzelian and luicpian socicticfi 
met for rcorf^^anization on the first Friday niffht of 
the session; that “ a faithful few were present; 
that they made up in zeal and enthusiasm what they 

lacked in numbers; that Miss-and Miss- 

were elected presidents of their respective societies; 
that the societies rapidly increased in membership. 
\Vc know all these facts and many more e(|ually as dry and un¬ 
interesting. So I am going to jes’ kinder talk along **—as I heard 
a Virginia mammy say on one occasion, and not attempt to tell you 
anything at all. 

* ^ m 

** What society arc you going to join ? ** ** Y'ou don’t km)w ? 
Well—that’s right—don’t you be in too big a hurry about decid¬ 
ing; just wait and look 
around you, and then de¬ 
cide ! (Jh, I do hope 
you will join ours ! We 
have such a nice crowd of 
girls and they all take so 
much interest in the so¬ 
ciety. Y-e-e-s-s the other 
society is very good, too, but 
then they always * rush ’ the 
new girls so. H'e never do 
any nishing. We let them decide for themselves, and if they de¬ 
cide to join ours—why, of course, we are very glad to have them. 
Hut then the other scK*iely does not—but I will ntH say that. I 
wouldn’t say anything against them for the world, because they 
are always telling the new girls that we talk aNmt them and run 
them down. Of course, we do not do anything of the kind—tio 
you think we do ? Of course you clon’t—noIxKly with any sense 
would ever say such a thing. Tliose girls make me tired; they 
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think themselves so smart; and they certainly do hold their heads 
high ! ** (After a brief breathing spell.) ‘'And they think their hall 
is the prettier—now don’t you think ours is much prettier ? I know 
you do ! What ?—the idea ! Don’t knows what society ours is ! 
\Vhy, of course, that *8 the one ! Now, I know yon are going to 
join our society—you will just suit, 1 am sure—and so many of the 
girls have said how much they liked you. Don t you let those 
other girls get a hold of you anil t)ull you in: they ’ll do it if they 
get half a chance. Now, gooibbye—say, will you walk with me after 
dinner ? Oh, 1 ’m so sorry you have another engagement; but you 
will go to Chapel with me to-night, won’t you ? Well, good-bye 
until them. Remember what 1 said—if they try to rush you in. 

I *11 protect you.” 

Perhaps, my kind or unkind reader, you wonder what the above 
means. If you are wondering, you are not a society member, for if 
you were, you would recognize it. You heard many such before 
you joined your society, you have used many such since you joined 
—that is, if you arc at all interested in your siKiety. You know 
exactly who is doing the talking, and you know exactly who is 
making the meek little responses—so meek, indeed, that it was not 
deemed necessary to record them. Now, didn t you take that 
nice looking girl—who happened to know some friends of yours, 
and who wore such nice clothes—and give her just such a talk; and 
didn't you walk her on the briilgc for two hours; and didn t you 
go to Chapel with her every night for a week; and didn’t you tell her 
all the nice things that so many of the girls said about her; and didn t 
you compliment her on the material, the fit and the number of her 
i>eautiful dresses, until the girl became, in her o>vn estimation, a sec¬ 
ond Queen Elizabeth; and didn’t you invite her to your midnight 
feast—she was the only new girl there, and you took care that she 
should know this utsignificant fact—ilidn’t you ? Of course the 
young lady was very much pleased and flattered at your attentions: 
of course, she thought you were just as nice as you could be, and so 
sensible (she said to herself that she never could stand flattery, it 
was so foolish; and that you were so sensible and had such goo<l 
taste!) You all w^crc mighty gotnl friends for—let me see she 
joined the third Friday night—why, for a whole month you all were 
the very best of friends, weren’t you ? Well, these thoughts and 
many others passed through the mind of our friend of the meek 
rcs|K)nses. She showed her new found friend all of her photographs 
^ ^ and she gave her almost half of her Huyler’s candy 

(we Hollins girls always call it Huyler’s when w'c 
write), and it is Huylcr’s sometimes, e. g., when w'e 
have succeeded in getting one of those very convenient articles 
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known to the sex as a candy beau ” on the string. When we arc 
not lucky in this respect we make chocolate caramels and hope for 
better times.) You see the friend has just dropped in ” before din¬ 
ner to see how her protege was getting along, and, 
of course, she was very much interested in the 
photographs—and the candy. Yes; this little visit so 
kindly thoughtful, just fixed it all. She (the meek 
one) said to herself: " 1 *11 tell her this very night. 1 
know she 'll be glad, and—those other girls who are 
so anxious for me will be so glad, too, and—oh, I won<lcr what 
the initiation will l>e like ! My, how scared I *11 Imj— etc., etc. 
Thus she thinks and thinks, and decides an<l decides, and when the 
time comes for her walk with the other friend after dinner, she has 
decided just exactly what she will say, and when she will say it, 
♦ ♦ ♦ Well. ♦ * ♦ She changed her mind I I^t us not 

criticise her—she only made use of her Ciod-given right. Historians 
may talk of ” the wisest fool in Christendom,** ami of his most un¬ 
fortunate son, Charles I, and of their “ divine right to rule”—the 
combined ” divine rights *' of all the Stuarts is not to be compared 
with the divine right of women to change their minds 1 Hut this 
young lady actmlly had an excellent reason for changing her mind 

_“that girl ** was so ver>' attentive to her after dinner. She 

seemed to understand her so well, and they became “chummy** 
at once. It is true she heard just exactly what she had heard be¬ 
fore, but this time a member of the other society was talking; and 
it was so nice to hear what all the members of the other scKiety 
thought of her, and that they all wanted her to join. It was so nice 
to hear from other girls how very sweet she was, how nicely her 
skirt hung, and what l>eautiful eyes she had. Yes; this young lady 
was meek no longer, she s<x>n leanieil to apjireciate herself as she 
had never done before—and for a whole week she was deciding 
which of the two societies she would give the fileasure and the honor 
of calling her a member! Tlie great decision is finally reached and 
5 ome tine in the favored society gets up and anntuinces that she “ has 
the pleasure of bringing in the name of Miss-.” Yes; she be¬ 

comes a memlier, but does she retain the same exalted opinion of 
herself ? Well, I should think m>t! In a new girl we will stantl it 
for a week, a fortnight—indeed, for a month, in rare cases—for we 
all understand the circumstances. The met'kness, it is true, never 
returns, but the conceit disa|>pcars. Oh, yes; there are exceptions, 
of course. You know there arc hofieless cases everywhere. 

But let us go back to the subject. Perhaps you may l>eg to 
differ from me—or differ without the formality of begging—when I 
say that things are just as they should lx*. Tell me what *s the use 
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of standing back and looking modest—waiting to be recognized, 
as it were? You know just how it is in the world; and we Hollins 
girls have a little world of our own—small—exceedingly small, it 
is true—but, nevertheless, a world. Who ever heard of standing 
back and waiting. Why in the world—big, middle-size, or little— 
it is everyone for him—excuse me—her- self. etc. Now, can we 
girls be blamed for blowing our own horns, when we know that if 
we do not blow them, they will remain as silent as the unprepared 
pupil on Monday morning ? 

Of course, both societies are the best; of course, the members 
of the other society do all the rushing; of course, decidedly the 
nicest girls in school belong to both societies; of course, of course, 
of course, both societies are nrrythittg that their enthusiastic mem¬ 
bers say they are ! Why, if this were not the case, there would be 
no societies ! I say, let the matter stand as it is, for just so soon as 
one society decides to rest on its oars, just so soon it is going to 
drift down stream—there is no drifting up stream ! The societies 
at Hollins well maintain the high |K>sition they hold. They con¬ 
stitute the feature of the social and literary life. Take them away 
and a void is left that nothing can fill. 

You will sec, if you will come to one of our meetings, that we 
arc all that we say we are. Our meetings are held in our own 
handsomely furnished and altogether attractive halls. What mat¬ 
ter it if I think one hall the prettier and you think the other? Our 
programmesarcinterestingand instructive; and our plays are always 
good—of course, you know that yours was decidedly better than 
ours, but 1 am even with you. for I know that ours was decidedly 
better than yours. W'e certainly do look nice in our Oxford caps 
and gowns, although I do keep my tassel on one side of the cap, 
while you keep yours on the other. I say hurrah for my society, 
and if you do not say hurrah for yours—why you are not worthy 
to wear its badge. 

Eliza Josephine Ransom. 
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HEN alone and fatigued, when the gray ahad^wt fonn, 

When the eun ehedM a glow, and the tky '■ fViini «t4irm, 
Oh, how reatfiil the th<HighU that frail fiincy doth weave, 

To the mind of the travler, who Journeys at eve! 

Yea, the lorrenta and caAont may All him with awe, 

More pleaaing than theae, than the cataract '• roar, 

I» the sight of a small ruined h^Htse by the way, 

Where the rooaa-oovered stones undUturbedly lay. 


Such a dwelling as this, all overgrown with wild vines, 

With lu lialf-fkllen walls, aiul Irregular lines, 

When 't Is seen just at dusk, Is a souI>soothlng lialm, 

And the wanderer raises his voice In a Psalm. 

Sophia Lvcrictia t^iuvcY. 




THE STORY OF A MANUSCRIPT. 


So here 1 am on a publisher’s desk once more. Well, I wonder 
what is to become of me this time. I have seen a f^ood deal of the 
world and I think it is time 1 was scttlin^^ down in life. ** A roll- 
ing stone gathers no moss,” and a traveling manuscript seems to 
gather nothing better than finger prints and blue penciling. 

Ten years ago I was a roll of clean white paper on a table in 
a boy’s bed-room. It was a queer sort of a room, w’ith books and 
papers in disorder, !)Ut there were tw'o things that were always 
kept in place. One was a great bow of orange and white ribbon 
that I heard someboily call “ foot-ball colors.” It was pinned 
against the red dra|>cry of the mantel and looked anything but artis¬ 
tic, I thought, but it must have been very valuable, for one day 
when somebody took it down, the boy brought it back and pinned 
it up so carefully, and his face looked like a thunder cloud. The 
other thing that w'as always kept carefully dusted, was a picture on 
the bureau. It was a pretty picture of a young girl with such danc- 
ing eyes that you could not help but love her. I think she must 
have been the boy’s sister, for he used to handle the picture as ten¬ 
derly as he did the foot-ball colors. Well, one night, he came into 
the nx>m and booked at the picture a long time, and then he sat 
down at the table, put me and a bottle of ink and a pen before him 
ami after looking at the yellow and white ribbons for a long time 
he began to write. I have often wondered what it was he wrote 
upon me, but I have never l>een able to read it all. I have read other 
manuscripts, and have even heard parts of myself read, but how 
should 1 know all of my own character? I l>elieve in Socrates 
motto, " know thyself,” and would like to live up to it, but I think 
Mr. Socrates made a mistake by not telling us how’ we were to 
learn to know' ourselves. I 8Up|>ose it is easy enough for fcopk 
to read what is written on their faces and in their lives, but it is 
almost too much for a manuscript. So I can not tell you what it 
was the Iniy wTotc; but the next night he wrapped me up, oh, so 
carefully, an<l carried me out of the cpiecr room. 
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When I waii iinwrapiwd I did n(>t m-p tlu* hoy t\or llu’ (picpr 

rofim. 1 fotiitfl myself in the hanrls of the pretty ffiri with the piano* 
ing eyes. As she unrolled me, I looked around and saw that I 

was in a cosy little parlor with a grand piano, a pretty lamp, and 
pictures and liooks. The girl sat down in a low' chair before tiie fire 
and began to read me; and as she read, her eyes danced more than 
ever, and her lips smiled till she was prettier than the picture. When 



she W'as through reading, she leaned liack in the chair and laughed. 
1 wondered what she could he laughing alKmt. I was sure the hoy 
didn’t mean me to \yc so funny. After a while she stoppetl laughing, 
picked me up again and put my rustling i>ages together; then her 
hands fell into her lap ami the tears came into her eyes as she said: 
** P(K)r l>oy, I wontler if it will take him more than six months to 
get over it. l>oes he really think anylKxly w'ouhl publish his poor 
little love story ? ” 













Then she laughed softly and wrapped me up again. Some 
time afterward, she gave me back to the boy one night after they had 
talked a long lime. He took me from her, snatched his hat, and 
went hurriedly out into the street. It was a cold night, and the 
wind swept swiftly around the comers. I wondered where the boy 
was going. Part of my wrapper was tom oflF and I could see how 
the streets got narrower and narrower and darker and darker. 
After a while we came to the bank of a river. 1 could hear the 
black waters rolling beneath me and I wondered what was going 
to happen next. 1 heard the town clock strike twelve and saw the 
boy start and listen. Tlicn he leaned far over the mshing water, 
and I trembled, but just as I began to fear that we should both 
fall in, he drew back and I heard him say: '‘Ugh, but that water 
must be cold I “ He stood still for a minute; then he turned on 
his heel and walked swiftly home. 

When we got back to the queer little room, he sat down and 
wrote a letter. Then he put me and the letter in a big envelope and 
I heard him say tragically as he pasted a row of stamps on the 
wrapper: “ When I am a great novelist she will see what a chance 
slie has misse<l I “ 

Then I remember that I was moved from one place to another 
a great many times, and at last I was opened in a great printer’s 
office. A big, cross man read a page or two of me and then safd 
impatiently: “ Oh, bosh, how can people write such trash ? ” He 
looked inside of the envelope. “ The idiot didn’t even send stamps 
for a return I But there ’ll be the mischief to pay if it's lost, so I ’ll 
put It away.” Then he put.me into a drawer and I stayed there, 
until one day a younger man pickeil me up, read part of my story, 
and laughed. ” I\xjr boy,” he said, “it went hard with him evi¬ 
dently,” Presently, he put me once more into an envelope and sent 
me away. When I came back to the queer little room again, the 
boy and the foot-ball colors were still there, but the picture was 
gone and in its place there was another one. I remembered what 
the pretty girl with the dancing eyes had said, and wondered if it 
had taken “the |KK>r l>oy more than six months to get over it,” what¬ 
ever it was. 

Well, he looked me over and changed words in some places 
and sent me away again. Tlien I kept traveling backward and for¬ 
ward from one printing-house to another. At last, one day, I came 
to a room where a man used to sit and write all day. It wasn’t a 
printing-office, but there were a great many books and papers scat¬ 
tered around and I heard them talk a great deal about printing, and 
publishers, and pnx)f-sheets. I think they called the man that wrote, 
an author, and he iisetl to get a great deal of money. When I came 
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to him, he lcx)ked at me and threw me into a drawer. After a long 
time the author slopped coming into the room, and the house was 
kept very dark and quiet. At last, two or three men came into the 
room and looked through the desk and in every drawer. They said 
they were looking for “ posthumous papers.” When they found me 
they seemed very glad and they took me to a printing-house and 
sold me for a great deal of money. When I was unwrapped. I saw 
the same big, cross man to whom I had first been sent; but this time 
he did not laugh nor call me “ bosh,” but read me over very care¬ 
fully. Then he took a big sheet of paper and I saw him write this: 

“ We can, this month, give to our readers a literary treat. 

Among the papers of the late lamented Mr.-, whom the world 

delighted to honor and whose works arc valuable treasures to the 
literary world, has been found a short story which was probably 
his latest production. With great trouble and expense we have 
secured this story and this month present it to our readers. A 
thoughtful critic can readily sec in this, the same deep thought, the 
same careful analysis of character, the same maturity of mind which 
has characterized all this writer’s wwks; but this, his latest and l>est, 
l)osscsscs each of these characteristics in a more marked degree than 
any before, and we feel sure that this story is destined to be the cap¬ 
stone on the pinnacle of his fame. It is as you will observe, signed 
with a fictitious name, but the strokes of genius in it leave no room 
for doubt that it is the work of the master hand of Mr,-.” 

Then the big, cross man gave me and this paper which he had 
written, to a printer and said to him: 

“Set up the type and put this in as the first article of next 
month's magazine.” 

So I am to be published at last. I knew I ought to have been 
long ago, but I suppose the publisher didn’t have room for me. 

Dorothy Dunlap. 
















THE PADRE'S CURSE. 


About the bephining of the eighteenth century, there stoo<l 
among the foothills of Western Texas a sturdy adobe structure 
built by a band of Spanish priests, a fort and a convent in one— 
the mission of Santa Juaiina. I saw it but a few years since, a 
cnimbled heap, all overrun with tangled vines and green with 
moss. In answer to my in(|uiries. my peon guide told me in con¬ 
nection with its past, the story, which I here reproduce. 

It was a night during the late summer, and one of the storms 
so frct|uent at that season, was shrieking and crashing in a perfect 
fury. Within the walls of the Santa Juanna a scene well in keep¬ 
ing with the tempest outside, was being enacted. Before Padre 
Fernando, the priest in charge, stood a man and a woman, arraigned 
I as if for trial. Were they guilty ? If to love w^ith all the inten- 
f sity of Southern passion be guilt, the answer is “ Yes; guilty,'* for 
f they loved. Carlos Adacio, a youth reared in the convent, on 
j coming of age, had. instead of taking the vows, as the Padre in¬ 
tended, slipped out of the very arms of the church and declared his 
W intention of wedding hVancesca .\lvarado. a beautiful girl of the 
^neighboring settlement, whom he hail met while she was under the 
futrlage of the Sisters of Santa Juanna. 

Truly, they looked a well-mated couple as they stood; the 
youth erect and tall, with raised head and manly bearing; the 

maiden emlowed w'ith the beauty of one of old Spain's fairest daugh¬ 
ters. This, however, was nothing to Padre Fernando, and he 
stormetl, threatened, invoked, but all in vain. Then raising his 
hands to heaven, he exclaimed. Carlos .\dacio. zs you have for¬ 
saken the Holy C’hurch for the love of this w'oman, may that love be 
a curse and not a blessing to you I May yc, unhappy pair, ever 
wan<ler apart, seeking that which ve never find I Begone from these 
thxirs. ye accursed ! V'o te maidigo ! ** 

Carlos Adacio. his face white and his eyes flashing, started 
forward as if to lay hands on the priest but. controlling him¬ 
self, he tunietl, and with the frightened girl clinging to his 
arm. strode from the roonp The great doors closed with 
a sullen clang, shutting the lovers out into the storm. .Miles 
they wandered in the dixaty down-pour of rain, through arroyos 
and canyons, lost frightened, and bewildered. Carlos striving to 
protect Francesca from the beating rain and, speaking words of 
cheer. But at length, he stopped in horror—Francesca, weary and 
over-wrought, had sunk to the earth in a faint. Carlos lifted her, 


called her name, and chafed her cold hands in an attempt to revive 
her, but she lav, a dead weight, in his amis. Looking around him 
in dismay, Carlos saw, or thought he saw. a light flickering in the 
distance. It might be the settlement or some friendly camp, where 
they might take refuge. But Francesca ? He 
could not carry her, dare he leave her ? With¬ 
out help she w'ould surely die, and there might 
be a chance of saving her thus. So, placing 
her in a sheltered position, behind a giant 
boulder, he pressed a kiss on her cold lips and 
hastened toward the light. Brighter it grew 
before him. and yet brighter, when suddenly 
it disappeared from sight. Long and eagerly 
Carlos searched for it. but in vain. Then he 
tried to return to Francesca, but, worn out 
and bewildered, he did not know which way 
to go. He groped his way for a short dis¬ 
tance over the rough rocky ground, until at 
last, wholly exhausted, he stumbled and fell unconscious. 

When he came to himself, several hours later, the ram had 
ceased, the sky was clear, and a rosy dawn was blushing in the cast. 
He hastened to the spot where he had left Francesca, but found no 
trace of her. In bitter despair, he wandered on and on, calling 
*• Francesca, queredita ! ” but receiving no answer. 

Some months afterward, a band of friendly Indians trading at 
the post near by. reportetl that a party oj Contanches on one of their 
recent raids in the neighiKirhocKl, ha<l carried off a beautiful "|>ale- 
facc " maiden, who had pined 
and drooped and died in the 
wigwams of her captors. As 
Francesca was never seen again 
and as all the frantic searches 
for her proved futile, this re- 
j)ort was accepted as the explan¬ 
ation of her disappearance. 

And Carlos ? Perhaps ten 
vears later, a band of scouts, 
passing near the ruins of the 
Santa Juanna. saw a strange 
creature—a wild-eyed man, 

half-clothed in animal skin. . ,. , 

and with hair an.l bcani maltcl and snow-white—nse fn>m behtml 
a bouhler. regard them a moment with a fixe<l. vacant stare, call m 
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a tone of passionate endearment, “ Francesca queredita I ” and, 
tuminff, lose himself from sight in a thicket of tnesquitc. 

Those familiar with the story said that it was Carlos Adacio 
seeking his betrothed. And, still, it is said, does he wander at 
night around the ruined mission, still under the bane of the Padre’s 
curse, and ever calling the one name, “ Francesca !'' 

Sarah Jane Brown. 



MY TURKEY, O' IS OF THEE 


(THHOMO ) 



turkey, H is of thee, 

With sjiuoe end celery, 

Of thee I sing I 
Fowl who hast nobly died, 

A country bemyerd’s pride, 
The sought-for far and wide, 
Thanksgiving’s king I 




I love thee more and more— 
(Thy gobbling days are o'er)— 
Thy name I love. 

I lore thy sides so brown, 

Thy breast as white as down— 
Pray tell me who could f^own 
On the above? 


You last so sbort a while! 

Yet o’er your bones 1 smile, 

Happy, 1 vow ! f 

You 've helped to break my fast, 

Would you oould always last i 
But, oh, your lime is past. 

You ’re foblded now f 
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Colors: .Black and Pink. 

Motto; .ChjrunhosIIet Oufhohnr nnifrttikjn ! 11 


Guardian Spirit: . . . FlibbertiKibbct. 

OmCERS OF THE GREAT UNCANNY. 

Keeper of the Royal Candlesticks. “lioots*’ Jatnar 

Grand Maid of Skull and Bones.“Snooks’* Jester 

Mistress of the Coffins. “Brownie” Helms 

Scribe to Flibbertigibbet,.“Cig“ Gales 


MEMBERS. 

“Snooks” Jester, Texas, “ Meditawee ” Honior. Arkansas, 
“Brownie” Helms, Virginia, “Cig” Gales, North Carolina. 

“ Varst’onior,” Arkansas, “ Sherr>'” Bloch, Arkansas, 

“Patti” Mills, Texas, “Shorty” Gay, Virginia, 

“Treddie” Lipscomb, Virginia, “Turtle” Gwaltney, Virginia, 
“Boots” Jamar, Alabama, 

Banquets, on every Saturday, and the final one in 
commencement ^’cck. 


YELL. 

Hoo-ra-rec, Hoo-ra-ree! 

Who arc wc but the J T It f 
Arc we in it ? Yea, w Ijc ! 

Rough sports, tough sports. J T It!! 
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(TCJNBt Aht* C30C»J«I LOOK ALIKB TO MK.) 

You cun Ulk hIh)uI your cocni H'hKvIng hot times; 

But, my f we hKve a plenty Kn«l to tpan^; 

From the keo|»or of the camlles to the maid of skull and hones, 
We are sports, rich, real and rare I 

With Snooks and B<Mits and Toughs and Nig and Brownie, 
Turtle, Little Jaeks, Short <jay, and CIg— 

At the dr(*ad and dreary hours of the night-time, 

We meet and load the teachers fond a Jig f 
Old Jolly band. Joined heart and hand— 

Joined In one fur having fun I 

('iioavs. 

Long life to the J / 

May they forever increase! 

Health to them ever)* one, 

Lone bliss and a life of f\in t 

Stick up t4> our motto, ** Do " I 

Old ** Flip does not pleafiire lubdue, 

Then work for, chat for, root for— 

Yes, yell for the J 7* H ! ! 

Ilto ra-ree, Hoo-ra-ree! Who are we but the J T H f 
Are we In it! Yes we be, 

Rough sptnts, tough sports, J T HI ! 


WEST INDIES CLUB. 


Favorite Song; . "God Save the Queen.” 

Favorite Dish ; . .Macaroni (the kind that grows in fields). 

OFFICERS. 

Piesident . .Mis.s Isabki.i.a SAVti.ijt Hihhjins. 

Vice-President . Misi Isabki,i.a Hihsc.inb. 

Secretary and Treasurer, . Misw I. Saviui-A Hix'.«;inb. 


MEMBERS. 

MJ88 I. S. Hi'ocinb, 
ISABKIXA 

Miss Hi’Oc.ins, Nrvis, Wkst Iniiiks. 
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Y. W. C. A 


Diligent in Busincatr Fervent in Spirit, Serving the Lord. 


OFFICERS, HRST HALF-SESSION. 

President, . 

Vice-President, . . . 

Treasurer^ .... 

Secretary, . 

Corresponding Secretary, 

OFFICERS, SECOND HALF^ESSION. 

President, . M. S. Dkw 

Vice-President, . Francks Caktkk 

Treasurer, . Otklia Lkk Gay 

Secretary . ViRCtlNiA IIkfun 

Corresponding Secretary .. . . Kuorknck Kikvkn 


A. C. Galk.s 
Fuokknck Kikvkn 
AlICK DlKiGAR 

Mattik Ai.drich 
Nona Dk \"or 


CHAIRMEN OF COMMITTEES. 

Finance Committee, .. Otklia Lkk (»ay 

Lookout Committee, . S. H. Di?NNiN(iTON 

Membership Committee . Fi.okknck Kirvkn 

Rooms Committee . (iKrtkitok Whiting 

Music Committee . Hthki. Mii.iii 
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PavoriU Dish, Tongitk. Colors, Blur and Black. 

Moth: Say as Many Things as You Can, to as Many Pkoplk 
AS You Can, as Often as You Can, and as Long as 
Kvkr You Can. 

YELL. 

Gigolr, Gabble, Gobble, Git ! 

Silence is Golden, Nit, Nit, Nit ! 

MEMBERS. 

Kula **Pat** Jamar, , Medalist in Making Conversational Fibs 

Carrol Vance Carter,. Chief Tongne-Wagger 

••Brownik** Helms, ....... Mistress of Sarcasm* 

Mattie Aldrich, . . . Lord High Cracker of Bad Jokes 

“Hycrh.<)T’* Roark,. Text-book Discmssor 

*Mumi haa since been called upon to resign her membership, as she bccsme 

loo Usy to heap up to the motto. 
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SEMI-ANNUAL STAFF. 

MAUDE DAftOAN FORRESTER, Euz.. Amoomti EomM SARAH BRICE DUNNINOTON, Eur. Untom EomM 

ZOC SYKES, £«•»., Mamm* 

BLANCHE BROWN, Eucr.. Amooati Esitm ANNA COWAN GALES, Eif^.. Amocmti Emoa 


MARY MOORE KELLER, Eu2., Amociatc Eofroa 









SANTA CLAUS CLUB. 


Prnidfnt .l.iTTi,K Ukulk Stabi.kr 

Hangrr of Iht Host, . . Forrkstkr 

Chit/ Writer <f Utters to Somtm Ctssus, . . Ramv McCandi.um 
Ckief Blower sf Homs .. Rciikrr 
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PERSIMMON CLUB. 



Favorite Son^r^ . , “ Dat Big Persimmon Hangin* on de Tree** 

Favonie Beverage^ .Persimmon Cider 

Colors^ .Green and Purple 


CHIEF TREE CLIMBERS. 

Sarah ‘‘Boss*’ Dunnington, Mary Susan Dkw, 
Grrtkudb Whiting. 

BAG-HOLDER, 

Blanchib Brown. 


RULES. 

I. —No person shall become a member of this club who has not 

yet learned not to swallow the seeds. 

II. —No applicant shall be admitted into this organization who is 

not an able climlier. 

ni.—Every member must have a “ number one “ appetite, and must 
\yt possessed of sufiBcient will-power to keep her mouth 
straight even during the month of Septcmljer. 
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BACHELORETTES. 

Dc VOR OALCS OUKC Mc<ICX>OW«N COCKE 
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Vi r < ’. 
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BACHELORETTES. 


Afotio : • . “Paddle Your Own Canoe.** 
Colors : . . Drab and Gray. 


MEMBERS. 


McGoodw'in, Kentucky, 
De V'or, Texan, . , 

Harmon, Virginia, 
Gales, North Carolina, 
Cocks, Virginia, . . 
Duke, Virginia, . . 


.... I^rd High Chancellor 
Grand Master 

.vSceretary of State 

.Recording Angel 

.. • Toant Master 

• . . . Ixird High Treasurer 

RULES. 


eyes or a mobile mouth. 

II. —No member of this body must rush to windows when traps 

containinK male creatures driw up to the school nor must 
they ewn so much as »f>pr«ath the .said windows with 
towel or kerchief in hand. 

III. -They must wear their hair partetl setTrely. nor use curlinir- 

tongs or kid-curlers. * 

IV. -Men.bers must keep upon .11 the current topics of imtx.rt- 

Wwme'ir''*"”’' tlw latest clu in 

V. -In ““ con.muniction. 

■ T^l t.LVdnT"* 











TEXAS CLUB 



Colors : 

Gold and Whitk. 

Softfir / 

My Prairik Land, 

Beverage : 

Mint Julep. 

AfoUo : 

Wear Pretty Shoos and 
Don’t Get Haughty 
Over being a Hollins- 
Tkxas Girl. 


YELL. 

Hoop-LA-Roo ! 
Hoop-la-Reet I 
Texas. Texas, 
Hard to Beat! 


MEMBERS. 


Nona De V'or, 

Ida Jester, 

Blanche Brown, 
Marik Johns, 

Ethel Mills, 

Hai.uk Westbrook, 
Nellie Belt, 
Eleanor Dinwiddie, 
Lucxlk Westbrook. 


Valerie Campbell. 
Jennie Johns, 

ICllkn Roberts, 

Lillie McFarlank. 
Fannie May Douglass, 
JKSSKMAL Calloway. 
Mona House. 

Ella Furman, 

Mary Wimberly. 
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KODAK AND BLUE PRINT CLUB. 


Eliza Cartkr. 

Cora Neff. 

Nellie McGoodwin. 
Otklia Gay, 

Maria Eaton, 
Bessie Roberts. 
Nellie Din>\tdi>is. 
Charlsie Harmon. 
Adele Stabler, 
Alice Duoger, 


Katy Scherr, 

Mary Horner, 

Hatty Horner, 

Alvis Pkete, 
Elizabeth PHNDLKTt)N, 
Ella Furman, 
Florence Kirvrn, 
Ethel Mills, 

Ethel Witherspoon, 
Rosa Cocke. 

Babb, 


HI 
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FASHION AND FEATHERS 


Afotto: Many Honor thb American Eagle, but 
MORE, THE American Peacock. 

Color teas, French breakfa.sts, banquets, and receptions are given 
frequently in the drawing-rooms of the different members. 

Excellent music is always furnished. No one will be elected to 
membership in this society who has not thoroughly digested 
the most recent books on French and English etiquette. 


CHAPERONS. 


Grandpa .a. C. Gales. 

GrandtM . Ethel M. Wilus. 

Afrs. Gould, . marv Cooper. 


YOUNGER MEMBERS, 

Miss May Van Benthuyzen, . . . Maude G. McCandlish. 

Miss Lutile Wilson . Fanny Payne. 

MUs Melon Huntington . Marion W. Rainey. 

Miss May Rogers . Matty L. Cocke, Jr. 

Miss Beatrice Gould . Anna L. Kusian. 

Mr.J.J. Gould, . E. S. Rainey, 

Mr. William Vanderbilt .j. Calloway. 

yl/r. Vivian Vifmer . . Cockr 

Mr. Alfred Owen . e. Pkarrr. 

Mr. James Astor . . Carter. 

Mr. Cortland Reed, . . Mills. 





THE BLACK CATS. 


Moth: Black night is thk time for dcjing a drrd; black 

CATS, THK MASCOTS. 

YELL. 

Black Cat ! 

Scat Scat ! ! 

Mkow !!! 

Librarian of the Bloody Works of Pot. . . Chas. Harmon 

Protector of the Whole Eye, . R. Plkasants Cockk 

Mourner for the Lost Eye, .. , M. Calhoitn Katon 

Artist to the Dusky Dignity, . M. Woodrcff Knic'.ht 
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THE “ QUO VADIS'' READING 
ASSOCIATION. 


BY-WORD. 

“WlIKRK ARK YOU GOING MY PRKTTY MAID?*’ 

RULE. 

Strict uccrccy, because if a woman keeps a secret, it is pretty sure 
to be with telling effect. 

DIRECTORS. 

Messrs Woodfin, Poolk. Kirvkn, Forrester, Grimslky, 
Furman, and Butlkr, 
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THE QUATERNARY SOQETY 


YELL. 

Bow Yawrk ! Bow Yawrk ! 
Mi-owwww-! !!! 


REGULATIONS. 

No one under two weeks of age will l)e considered a full inemtier. 
Semi-nightly meetings will be held in fair weather. 

On entering the assembly each one i.s expected to give his or her 
password in a loud, distinct voice, and l^eforc disluinding 
all inu.st give the society yell in unison. 


President, . Wilms, thk Scrkkcm-Owl 

Lady Secretary .. . Rosa Pkacikk 

Assistant Secretary ^ . . Mr. Scratch-mk-bald-hkadkd Moi^K 

Treasurer . Hash, thk How'LKR 

Buffoon, .Puck. THK Jkstkr 

Attomies .JuwiK Cat and hls Ward, Lko 


Who Sue the Society more than they ought to IX'W, 


MEMBERS. 


Kitty, .... The Nun, and her Blonde Bmthcr, the Fisher 

PVppY,.The Bell of the Society 

Kvkr Katin. The Pig 

Molly, . The Cow, who usually gives whey to the <Kher meml)eni 

Bantam, .The Cocke 

..The Goose 

Johns .... . The Mule 

Doctor .The Drake 

Livy .The Ho(a)rse 
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E.0.A. 

Motto: Ecck quam bontjm. 

I. ord and Master, .The Great Flip-Flop. 

GUARDIAN SPIRITS. 

Thr Powrks of Darkness, Hollins Rats, and all thk 
Little Imps. 

COLORS. 

Blood Rkd and Inky Black. 

BY-LAVS. 

1. All members must comport themselves with proper decorum at 
a meeting of the .society, otherwise, a mild form of swear¬ 
ing is allowed. 

II. Resoliftd: That the initiation of a new member be celebrated 

by drinking to her health a brimming goblet of blood 
red-lemonade. 

MEMBERS. 

High and Mighty Screecher, .SusiR Burks Williams. 

Keeper of Mystu Records, . Mary Antoinkttk Johns. 

Lord High Master of Ceremonies . Pkarl Penn. 

Chief keeper of Sacred Rais, ..... Marion Woodson Rainey. 

Cup Rearer ... Sallie JonkS. 

Grand Howter, . Jessamal Calloway. 

keeper of Sacred /hrtat .... Fannie PaVNK. 

YELL, 

A. 0, I., E. 0, A., 

IVe are in it girls sc gay / 

Hippity, Hippiiy, Hippity Hop, 

Rig Rats, Little Imps, Flip, Flap, Flop ! ! 
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Motto: 2’. UW 


MEMBERS. 

Macdr Trottr*, Mia«wi»ippi Ethru MiwJsaippi 

Adinb Fkbbai. 1.. Mi«l«ippi Arka Trottrr. MiwJMippi 
Florrncr Wilus. Mlii»i»«ppi 














THE CLOVER-LEAF CLUB. 



o’clock left 

We ’ll egree 

I* ju«t the 0n««t cherily. 

THE OGIES. 

Miss Thaua Stkwart Havward. Louisiana. Chief Ogie. 

Miss Elizabrth Littlkton Robkrts, Virginia, Little Bessie- 
Head-in-Air. 

Miss Mattik Aykr Aldrich, South Carolina, Baroness Mun¬ 
chausen. 

Miss Bkssik Kkndrick Pkyton, Virginia, Mrs. Charles Dudley. 

Our Favonte Song (({uartette arrangement), Becker’s Spring-Tide. 

BY "LAWSY." 

*■ member shall mention a subject upon which the other 
members are not fully informed. 

*■ teapot can not be filled more than three times at one 

meeting. 

3 .—The pictures on the walls of the club room must not be 
changed more than twice a day. 

And sit ui Jolly "Oicln" wh«n th« Im thing* k dona, 

Wa tiu around tha laUiia and ha* th« mo*ta*l ftin. 


OUR HAUNTS. 

The Willows. No. ii Chapkl. 
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Perchance You 

Well, then, Ask— 

** Balx: Stabler if her favorite desert is ** Brown Betty.” 

“ nifcnity Dunning;ton who she is rushing for society, now. 

** Ria * Eaton to g^ve a quotation from Thomas Moore. 

Isabelle Turner from what military institute she graduated. 

” Boots ” Jamar if she is especially attracted by royalty ; then 
say, ” But, * Boots,* what *s in a name?** 

” Nancy** Pool whose preparation of anti-fat she took last 
summer. 

Sue Williams if Maud Afullin on a summer’s day, raked the 
meadows sweet with hay.* ** 

lsal)elle Huggins if it is true that macaroni grow’s in the fields 
in the West Indies. 

Miss Thalia why, on being set inx)n by some playful dogs, she 
said commandingly, •* Settle down, now ; go straight to your rooms.'* 

Bess Peyton how it is that she compo.sed Schubert’s Serenade. 

Marie John’s how many lives Plutarch had. 

Mona House whether cows put their horns up in curl-papers. 

Dr. Kusian if celery produces a grca.se spot. 

Spooky ** Pendleton if she thinks '* Sappho ** a suitable name 
for a horse. 

** Shatie Kerr ** if peacocks’ tails arc detachable. 

Nita Grimsley why her favorite expression is ** Idaclaire.** 

Lily McFarlanc if Ham was really the second son of Eve. 



Wish to be Squelched ? 
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HOLLINS ATHLETICS. 


One day last fall as I was lounging on my window-scat and was 
planning a new play for my basket-ball team, I fell asleep and had a 
dream. 

In my dream I was hurrying along the gallery of the main 
building, when I was startled by seeing the figure of a strange man 
standing with his back to me, and gazing at the students' bulletin. 
It was not a beautiful vision that I saw. for he had an extremely 
choleric expression, as though something on the bulletin displeased 
him. By his broad collar and cuflfs, the buckles on his hat and 
shoes, the knee-breeches and square-cut coat, I recognized a 
typical old Quaker parson; and the glasses he wore, with the Bible 
which he held in his hand, convinced me. 

As I was about to pass on. I heard him muttering, “ Vanity of 
vanities. All is vanity." At this I could not refrain from glancing 
at the bulletin to sec what had called forth such severe words, when, 
to my astonishment. I saw that it was the basket-ball sign. 

“My dear sir,“ I began, but I could go no further for the 
irrepressible desire I had to laugh when he lookc<l sternly at me over 
his glasses. 

“ Young woman,'* said he, “ I hope thee does not indulge in any 
such frivolity.” 

At this I plunged into a detailed account of the respective incal¬ 
culable advantages of basket-ball, tennis and cycling. My eloquence, 
however, seemed not to change his prejudice, and I was relieved to 
be called just then to the denounced game. 

A little later. I saw him swept along by the press of enthusiastic 
girl spectators, and as the game was beginning, I glancetl toward 
him, and saw that he seemed much astonished at the enthusiasm 
over what seemed to him merely two posts with Imskets screw'e<l on, 
and a lot of girls in short dresses and sweaters, wearing eager faces 
and disordered hair. I had no time to look longer, for the ball was 
about to be tossed. 
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Soon I had forgotten all about the Puritan parson, and was 
deep in the game, when I was startled by what sounded like a war- 
whoop, followed by the words, ** Verily, maidens in blue, put the 
ball in,'' and glancing toward my old man, I saw him standing with 
his arms akimbo, his eyes and mouth open wide with interest. De¬ 
lighted that he cheered for the blues, I determined to make a goal 
for two reasons, to win the old Quaker over to athletics as well as 
for my own satisfaction. 

Cjradually, the ball went toward our basket, until it was thrown 
to the goal-keeper, and 1 saw her raise it with such an aim that 1 
felt sure it would go in, when—I awoke. 

Now. this dream, kind reader, may signify nothing to you, but 
to me it means that, should our sedate and conservative ancestors of 
the first thirteen colonies, even the Puritan fathers themselves, come 
back to earth and witness one of our games of basket-ball, they 
nould become reconciled at once to modem athletics. 
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BASKET BALL TEAM.-THE BLUES. 


COCKt, 

POTTM 

••cCANOLISH, CkMi Oir«<m 

House 


CUrrAni 

ROAUK 

WESTBUOOK 


JAMAH. OMt Kstsu. 
M. COCKE 


> 


EATON 
























BASKET BALL TEAM.-THE REDS. 

HARtiON. Cattmi 

AiORICH. 0(Mt Oirt*PC» 8HC1.1. HUOSMS, Qom Kum* 
0i VOR H. WUTMOOK 

L. OOCiCt 

FCNOLETON 


ORf^AM 


WILL* 
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TENNIS CLUB 


Jran Havwakd, 
Kula Jamak. 

Isabel Hoggins. 
Sarah Donnington, 
Ix)oisK Ward. 

Rosa Cockk, 

Nkllik McG<X)DWIN, 

Hkssik Potter. 


Bessie Peyton, 
Matty Cocse, 
Nona Dk Vor. 
CiiARLsiE Harmon, 
Alice DroGER. 
Fannie (;re8iiam. 
Klizabeth Mizner, 
Marian Rainey, 












TENNIS CLUB CHAMPIONS. 
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CYCLE CLUB 


Hkhsir Roberts. 
Hkssik Potter, 
Hkttik Wilson, 
Nell McOoonwiN, 
Saluk Burt, 

Mary Denny, 

Nina Block, 

Anna Clayton. 
Mary Shell, 


MArnK McCandlish, 
Cora Duke, 

Ida Jester, 
jKssRMAL Calloway, 
Mattie Cocke, 
Leonora Ccxikk, 
Mattie Alomich. 
Isabel Turner, 
Okrtrude Wiiitino. 
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THE ALUMNAE ASSOCIATION. 



Hollins^ though none the less active and progressive in her 
workings at honic» may have seemed somewhat dilatory in the 
organization of her Alumnae Asscxdation. for it was not until the 
spring of 1896. that such an organization was attempted; but the 
zeal and enthusiasm with which it was then taken up. and has since 
been carried for>vard. proved the movement an acceptable one. and 
the time chosen for its founding, most opportune and propitious. 
At commencement of that year a large numlHT 
of the old girls ” were back to participate in 
the first official meeting; and many others, un¬ 
able to attend, met with them in heart and 
spirit. Tliis meeting, while of great im|>ortance 
to the Association, w’as. necessarily, little more 
than the initiative of a movement, which must 
eventually become the m<iat important of all the 
organizations connected w'ith Mollins. and into 
which, when school life is over, all the lesser 
societies and clubs should merge. 

It was not until the second anniul meeting, 
hehl on the aftemexm of Commencement Day. i84;7, that the con¬ 
stitution and by-laws were adopte<l. and the purposes and aim of tlie 
Association more fully discussed. What that aint is can not be bet¬ 
ter expressed than in Article III. of the con¬ 
stitution, which reads: “ The object of this As- 
s<K‘iation it declare<l to Ik* to promote, in every 
proper way, the interests of Hollins Institute, 
and to foster among its graduates and pupils, 
an attachment to their Alma .\iater and a senti¬ 
ment of regard for each cHher/* Hut, apart 
from these sentiments of reverence and fidelity, 
which they cherish towanl their Alma Mater, 
and the desire for individual advancement 
which such sentiments stimulate, the Alumnae 
feel that they want, in S4>mc measure, to share 
in the upbuilding and enlargement of the already extensive facilities 
of Mollins. and the plan which apfiealeil most strongly to them was 
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the assisting in the erection of a g>'ninasiuni. No definite action 
was taken, however, though the subject was warmly discussed. 
This meeting, in *97, proved both helpful and inspiring, and the 
planting of the alumnal tree after its adjournment, and later, 
the ban(|uet, at which sixty alumnae were present, by no means les¬ 
sened the enthusiasm and alumnal spirit it had awakened. 

As indicated in the foregoing, the Association, to which all ex¬ 
pupils of Hollins arc eligible for membership, will hold annual meet¬ 
ings during Commencement of each year, at 
which time officers will be elected, and reports 
of the work, with suggestions for the new' year, 
made. Jn addition to the business sessions, 
there arc social features that w'ill add greatly to 
the pleasure of those attending these meetings. 
An annual fee of one dollar is required from 
each member of the organization, whose 
present membership is two hundred, with the 
following officers: 

I’residcnt, Mrs. William Taylor Thom 
(Bessie Miller), Sandy Spring, Maryland; First 
Vice-President, Mrs. W. H. VVilmer (Re Smith), Washington. D. 
C.: Second Vice-President, Mrs. John S. Rarl>our (Mary Grimsley), 
Culf>c|>er, Virginia; Keconling Secretary, Miss Marian S. Bayne, 
Hollins Institute; Corresponding Secrctar>'. Miss Thalia S. Hay¬ 
ward. Hollins Institute; Treasurer, Miss Hallie Battaille, Hollins 
Institute; Executive Committee, Mrs. Thomas P. Bagby (Fannie 
Scott). West Point, V’irginia, Chairman; Mrs. L. V. Turner, Hol¬ 
lins Institute; Mrs. C. VV, Scrimgeour (Mary 
English Jones), Galveston. Texas; Miss Mary 
Williamson. New Market. Virginia; Miss 
.Annie Johnson, Lynchburg, Virginia. 

During the past year the outward work¬ 
ings of the Assixiation have l>ecn manifested 
by the organization of two hKal chapters, one 
at Lynchburg, the other at Hollins. 

The initial chapter was organized at 
Lynchlnirg, in December, 1897, adopting the 
constitution of the Association proper, and has 
now a membership of twenty. Monthly meet¬ 
ings of a literary character are held, while the time always devoted 
to •* Hollins News” kec)>s her interest and welfare constantly be¬ 
fore its members. The aim of this chapter is to participate, as 
intimately as |K>ssible. in the workings of the main .Association, 
aiul, at the same time, to keep alive the local interest. 

un 



Mim MARIAN S. BAVNI, 

MOOM4WO MCMTAM. 


The chapter at Hollins is composed of the alumnae among the 
faculty, ami has a membership of fourteen; but, owing to unavoid¬ 
able circumstances, up to the time of the present writing, no formal 
meeting has been held. Those living in vicinities where there arc 
sufficient numbers to organize chapters, are urged to do so at once, 
in order that such organizations may be rqmrted at the next meet¬ 
ing in June. 

()f the many calls that come to a girl at the close of her school 
life, few' should ajipeal to her more than this from her .Alma Mater, 
within whose walls the most profitable, and. often, the happiest 
years of her life have been spent, and where, in the search for truth, 
has come that higher knowledge of life, with a 
fuller equipment for its battles. Seemingly, it 
is a very little thing for each one to pledge her 
loyalty to its teachings, and, yet, what an army 
for the truth and right, when joined by the 
hundredsofwomen Hollinshas sent out to bless 
and elevate the world ! How better than by 
thus enlisting under her standard forever, can 
be paid some part of the great debt due her ? 

How great that debt, none can know, save 
those who have been privileged to incur it. 

To no nobler cause can a woman give her 
allegiance than to that institution which stands as a symbol of her 
freedom, and of them all, none can show a fairer escutcheon than it 
has been the honor of Hollins to bear for more than fifty years. 

Then, shall we not rally around her, ami, whenever throughout 
our fair Southland her flag has l>cen raised, see to it that it l>e never 
furled ? 

Annie B. Joiin.son, * 95 . 
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COMIN' THRO* THE HALL. 


(N « iMile meet a lAMio, 
(’oroin* thro' the bell, 
Gin A lAAiie greet a lAMie, 
Need a teecher caIIT 


CnoBi'A. 


llkA lAuio hAs A **dArIing/* 
NAne hA'e 1 At All, 

And yet the teAchen interrupt, 
Our cornin' thro’ the hell. 


Gin A tAAchor meet a lAatie, 

Skippin' out At night— 

Gin the teecher *'»(iuelch" the IamU, 

Tell me b it right?— Cho. 

'Neeth Ilollioe tliAde there U a mAid 
I deArly lo'e myeel*; 

But whence fbe oomee, or where ehe roome, 
1 dliine c«Are to tell.—CAo. 


m 


OUR BELOVED PHYSICIAN. 


** I cAn not My, And I will not tey 
ThAt he ii deed—he U Juet Awey.'* 


There are moments in the rush anil roar of this vast, intricate 
mechanism of life, when an invisible hand seems to suddenly arrest 
the lever, and all sound and movement cease. So it was on that 
dull Deceml>er morning when, from one awe-struck face to another, 
spread the news of the sudden departure of our beloved physician. 
Dr. Franklin George. A hush of sorrow too deep for words fell 
upon Hollins, yet in the grief was peace, not despair, as each mourn¬ 
ing heart knew that with him it was well. 

For only three months had he been in and out among us, yet few 
men in even as many years could have so endeared themselves to 
every one, from faculty to servants—could have so made themselves 
a part of the school and its life. Whether in tender sympathy by a 
sick-bed, or erect on his horse, giving a merry call of interested 
encouragement as he roile |>ast the active groups of ^rls on the 
Athletic grounds; whether joining with his deep voice in the hymn 
at evening worship, or pausing on the corridor to help some sad, 
little maids struggling over a s|>ecially difficult passage in Latin—he 
was everywhere the loved and loving friend of each and all of us. 
To many his death came with all the bitterness of a first sorrow, and 
when we lllink o( the life that might have been years of useful work, 
of ivenrfirent tnfiitenee. white in this sheltereil, llUppy lUMUe, lUf* 
rounded by his ever-widening circle of IvHgltt, loving girls, he en¬ 
joyed a glorious evening-time—then, indeed, we feel that the call 
which summoned him to the morning-land ” was a ** depth of love 
that we may not know.’* Hut, though the last sweet services were 
denied to tender hands that would have t>een so eager to supply 
them, though all alone he met and vanquished the last great enemy, 
yet we know *’the etemmJ C»od was his refuge and underneath were 
the everlasting arms.** 
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** To kn(M*I, nil my service complete, 

All duties eccomptUlied—and then 

Tu flnisb my orlsom sweet 

With a trusifiil and Joyous * Amen.’ 

And softly, when slumber was deep, 
Unwarned by a shadow before, 

On a halcyon billow of sleep 
To float to the thitherward shore. 

Without a farewell or a tear, 

A sob or a flutter of breath ; 

Unharmed by the phantom of fear 
To glide th rough the dark ness of death f 

Just so would I chooS4) to depart, 

Just so lot the summons be given 

A quiver—a pause of the heart— 

A vision of angels—then Ueaven I " 



THE SPINSTER’S DRAWER. 


I ait flown at niy desk and the April breeze bhjws across iny 
forehead, and the spicy cxlor of boilinfj^ caramels reaches me, ami 
I hear two youthful Klhif^ps in the yard disputing as to the owner¬ 
ship of a scarlet tic found in the coal-l>ox. ami 1 take up my pen—I 
am to write an editorial! Of two things I am tjuitc determined: it 
shan't be after the type of the usual ‘'humble remonstrance" with 
the public, nor. yet, after the accustomed humble a]K>logies for self 
and associates. I clt>sc my eyes and think. A summer girl, a 
scene near the falls, the Indian chief whom I saw at the last circus, 
float swiftly before my miml's eye. F»c ! this won't do at all. I 
w'alk over to the window and look out—the dusky ytnmg braves are 
amicahlyspliltingtheirprizc in two. now wearieti each by the other's 
ol)stinacy, an<l considering half a tie as good as a whole one anyway, 
just so its re<l. Then I go hack to my seat, shtit my eyes and think 
again. Five minutes pass, and not an original idea. Tut, tut! 
there is nothing new under the sun that illumines the worhl of col¬ 
lege editorials. There, 1 have it ! 1 wiHi't write an editorial at all, 
hut, instead, will chat you just a little while, <lcar reader. No inflecd, 
you necfln'l smile —aii Spinsters <k>n‘t “ just <lrop in for a second 
on their way up town to ask you the price of ice-w*fX)l," anfl then 
talk at you for five hours on a stretch. 

We have si^ared neither time nor cfTori on our little lH>ok, even 
thfMigh it still has its many deficiencies. We have scribbled until 
the ink ran in rivulets down our middle-fingers and thumbs, w'c have 
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designed until we almost drew fancy initial-letters to our Latin com- 
positions» and we have thought and planned until our brains were 
perfect whirls of dollars and cents,buckram covers and deckle-edge 
paper. 

Now, we give you the result of this, our labor, with the single 
hope that it may afford some little pleasure to every one into whose 
hands it falls. To the girls of *98. as a souvenir of this session's 
joys and frolics; to the outsiders as they catch a glimpse of the 
charm of Hollins life through its pages; to the alumnae, as they for¬ 
get temporarily the easel, or the novel, or the fretful child in the 
nurser)’ uf>-stairs, and for a moment arc back at the old place again, 
drinking sulphur water in wild hopes of a creamy complexion by 
commencement, smiling radiantly at the new girl whom everybody 
it trying to ** get." or gliding down the dark hallways, striving hard 
to avoid tell-tale boards and spiteful broom-sticks. 



Now, while she has the chance. The Spinster wants to thank 
all the officers, students and friends who have been so kind to her— 
and they arc by no means few—and, especially docs she straighten 
her cap, and settle her glasses, and bob her cork-screw curls most 
earnestly as she expresses her great indebtedness to Professor 
Turner, of Alleghany, who has shown her—oh. courtesies innumer¬ 
able. Her first year has been a favorable one, and for the sake of 
old Hollins, she is going to try, in the coming years of her life, to 
be what might possibly be calle<l a delightful |)aradox—a Spinster 
that will never grow pass^l 
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THE BUCKET THAT STOOD IN THE HALL. 


OW d«ir U> Ihe hc»rt nr© Iho tocnet of old Holllni, 

When fond recolleotloriB prencnt them to view! 

The cempui, the |Mrlor, the chapel, the ballroom, 

And every loved ipot that my college life knew. 

I Btid aoe my room, with lU high, white-wa»hed celling, 
The pictures fhim Muntiey that hung on the wall, 

The carpet, the dresser, the washstand and pitcher, 

And e'en the tin bucket that stood in the hall. 

Chorus 

The old water bucket, the zinc-plated bucket, 

That ancient tin bucket that stood in the ball! 

At midnight—or nearly—I, trembling, approach it, 

Consumed by a thirst that has parched my dry lips, 
A golden-hued goblet Is simply ** not In It," 

Though filled with the nectar that Jupiter sips t 
But say, am I thirsty T Ah, ask m>i the question. 

My darling Is waiting to come at my call. 

In meeting at midnight what greater attraction 

Is found, than the bucket that stands in the hall 7 • 
f'Aorwa.— 





THE SPINSTER STAFF. 


OMmuM Whitmc, Amt Eoitom. 

AmmA COWM QaULM. ClMTOM-M«-CMItV. 
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gan to mention in a vague, timid sort of way, ‘‘ cloth backs ” and 
** eighty pages,** and, finally, perhaps, even “ fifteen illustrations,** 
hut the girl wlio suggested this blushed deeply a second later, at the 
exclamations called forth by her hopelessly extravagant idea. VV'ell, 
they parted, with determined mouths and smiling eyes, and the next 
week students and faculty caught up little scraps of conversation 
4^ here and there of a ** Spinster ”—some special, 

and. evidently, some interesting “ Spinster.** 

Another week passed, and now the Spin- 
* ^ stcr ** began to assume a special form—** 8x 11 

*' green and gold back,’* “ illustrations by so-and- 
so,** “ principal articles by Miss Blank or Miss 
No-Name,** etc. These were the two and tw'o 
that the outsiders caught up and put together, 
making four. By and by, however, we found out 
that even we could not publish an annual without 
r some of the filthy lucre which, if I remember 
rigittly, is guaranteed to ** make the mare go.** so one bright morn¬ 
ing, out wc started with satchels and purses and pencils, and “pros- 
jKrcluscs,** to make a neat little raid on Roanoke and Roanoke firms. 
Uh, wc started out briskly—each one with her little 
sj>ccch made up, and each one bearing, like Bill Nyc, “ a 
lurid campaign smile that lo<jked about as joyous as the 
light-hearted gambols of a tin-horse.** Indeed, so often 
<lid I repeat my little speech that day, and so often did 
1 readjust my ** lurid campaign smile,** that late in the 
evening, as a little urchin stopped me to oflFer a sample 
box of ** Drake’s Best Pills,” I turned to him with that 
same set smile and began, ” VVe have come, sir, to solicit 
your advertisement—” I’oor young hopeful ! I meant him no 
harm, but he gave me one dazed l<x)k, and then took to his heels 
like the wind. I am not />ositixr that he told the policeman that 
.y _ there was a crazy person up on Salem avenue. 

At dusk wc starte<l home, a wearier, a w'iscr, 
and a richer staff, and since then—oh, well, what 
V need to tell you of the scores of letters wc wrote for 

advertisements, of the scores of announcements wc 
sent, and of the scores of battles we had on our 
hands. ITiat was all our part, and now yours is, gen- 
tic reader, to Inr amused, while wc step back, and, 
after having preached it, prove in our own lives 
^ that most excellent of doctrines, that Where sin¬ 
gleness is bliss, */ is folly to be untes** 
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TRIALS 


OF THE FRIENDS OF 
SPINSTER'' STAFF. 


‘‘ THE 



[By One Who Hat Been Sorely Tried*] 


OUCH has been said and written about the trials of 
editors, and much sympathy has been expended 
upon them, but who has ever thought of the trials 
of the friends of editors ? 

Let me tell you a few of the troubles of the 
friends of The Spinster Staff, let me enlist a little 
sympathy on the side of the down-trodden mortals 
who have suffered silently all the year, 

I date my sorrows from the first thought of the publication of 
The Spinster; the would-be editors immediately assumed an air 
of patronage and condescension toward the rest of the world, very 
galling to their commonplace friends who could not aspire to the 
fxisition of editor of anything. Hut the friends suffered in silence, 
hoping that this was only a tem|>orary stage, an early experience 
common to all editors, which would, eventually, give place to a more 
natural and pleasant frame of mind. Far from it, as the work ujxm 
1*HE Spin.ster progressed, the haughtiness of the editors grew in 
proportion. 

The things in which they formerly rejoiced, delight them no 
longer; the practice rcKJins are deserted for the editor’s desk; the 
basket-ball field knows them no longer—they are buried under a 
mass of Spinster paper and letters. 

Their friends tr>' in vain to gain their attention for a few 
moments; they will not converse u|xjn any subject which dt>es not 
directly promote the gtxxl of The Spinster. 

They s|>eak English no longer, their conversation consists of a 
confused jumble of such words at ** rc<luctiont,** ** dqH>sited,^* ‘‘sub¬ 
scriptions,” ” editorials,” “ half tones.” “ line plates.” ” steel en¬ 
gravings,” “ pros|>eclus,” and “Spinster jiaper.” 

These editors have put aside all the frivolities of youth, their 
dress has assumed all the ap|>earance of e<litorial severity, which 
does not fail to impress their admiring friends. 

The bullet in “lK>ard is no longer a public institution, it has be¬ 
come the means by which Thr Spinster staff issues its commands; 
notices on official blue |>a|>er greet the eye at every turn an<l the 
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down-trodden friends fly to obey these orders with far more alacrity 
than they would show in complying with the dictates of President 
McKinley and Congress. 

Woe unto the man, woman, or child, who dares to lay a finger 
utH)n one of these notices. Take warning from the sad fate of one 
unfortunate maiden who presumed to draw a faint pencil mark 
through her own name utK)n one of these sacred mandates. She was 
withered by the sarcasm of the assistant business manager, scorched 
by the fire of the business manager's eye, and ever aftcrw'ard 
ignored by the whole Spinster staff. 

Do not flatter yourself that, becau.se one of the editors has con- 
dcscen<led to make an engagement with you, she means to keep 
it. She will stop twenty times in as many minutes to transact 
Spinster business, interrupt you in the midst of a brilliant remark 
to remind you that you have not pai<l your subscription, and sud¬ 
denly leave you without a word of explanation to attend a meeting 
of the staff. 

IVrhaps. if I had been a member of that august body, I should 
have done some of these things also, but I was never an editor and 
never hope to be one, consecpiently I have no fear that I shall ever 
wish to retract a single word I have written. Fortunately for me 
I shall l)e far away fri>m the scene of my trials before this meets the 
eyes of the staff, otherwise I shouhl never have dared to utter such 
treasonable sentiments against them. 

(jirls of V/;, I have had your welfare in view while writing thei>e 
things, and I have not labored in vain if I have given you a few hints 
hy whirh you can avrud the pit-falts into which I so ignominiuusly 
tumbled. 

Count no editor your friend; they arc a race of false friends, 
hard-task masters, and unforgiving enemies. 

Down with the editor ! 
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A COMMENCEMENT IDYL. 


/ FAR fetched joke aimed at an unappreciative visitor 
on the other side of the walk, a stealthy escape while 
the others are laughinj^ immoderately, a run across 
^ the old bridge, a sharp pull up the hill, and— 

It is Commencement Day, Everything seems 
full of life and warmth and color, and far below me 
on the campus which I have just left, the girls in their 
filmy summery gowns, are flitting to and fro like 
exquisite butter-flics. Indeed, I can distinguish my 
dainty little friend turning this way and that, wondering, evidently, 
at my mysterious disappearance, and with a sigh of satisfaction, I 
throw myself down on the cool, lush grass. Festivities have 
seemed strangely out of place to me to-<lay, and I have stolen away 
from the pleasure and gay repartee that I may have a last quiet hour 




on my beautiful ** sunset hill.” It is not sunset now, however, but 
the morning of a typical summer day. The sun filters down u|>on 
me, througli the tree-tops in rich, gtdden showers, and as I lie and 
look up through the branches, presently a silver-throated bird floats 
from the top of the nearest tree, poises for just a moment, glimmer¬ 
ing in the sunlight, and then, up, up, up, until it is lost in the heart 

Its 











of the mystic blue. I drop niy eyes slowly, and look straight across 
the country. Before me, as far as the eye can reach, stretch the 
mountains, a study in soft, chromatic shades from the emerald hill 
nearest me to that dim violet outline against the sky. Here and 
there among the nearest mountains. I can catch the sudden dashes 
of Mic sunlight on some narrow, turbulent stream, and I tr\' to fol¬ 
low' the ct>urse of one of these rushing brooks until it becomes daz¬ 
zling to me, then close my eyes and listen. I think there is nothing 
more enchanting than the music of a June day. Far away, I hear 
the keen swell and trilling diminuendo of a bird song; nearer, a 
brook runs, bubbling and cooing along like a thoughtless child, and 
within touch of my hand, a bee,imprisonc<l in a buttercup’s embrace, 
is buzzing in drowsy resentment. Oh, prisfined bee. rest content 
in your golden cell. I know a heart which has struggled and 
longed to be free from what it, too, deemed a baneful pris<m; but 
to- day the doors are open, it must go out into the great, cold world, 
and that heart would fain live alw'ays in wliat proves to be its golden 
prison cell. But the l>ec*s struggles grow monotonous, and bend¬ 
ing over to free him. I laugh, as with a defiant buzz-z-z-z, he darts 
away in.o the sunshine. 

Ves, truly, this is the last day of my Hollins life. To-morrow I 
will l>e free tnmi its routines and rules, with life before me, bright 
and joyous, or sad and shadow’cd—ah ! how can 1 know ? Yet, 



there is one thing I can know'. My life may not be one known 
to a worhl of watching t>eoplc. it may not even influence the lives 
of a single set or sect, but it need not be a sordini or a base life; it 
ina) be just a prayer, or a song, or a flower, to brighten and 
strengthen those around me. ami help them upward to higher planes 
of living. Sometimes, there are vast soul-dqiths of longing for 
knowledge—for knowledge un|)aralleied; vague gropings after an 
understanding of the infinite. .\nd, yet, w'hat greater happiness 
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VIEW FROM SUNSET HILL. 
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could there be than this ? Just to rest alway—but an humble flower 
—in the sunshine of God’s smile, reflecting its joyousness, and light¬ 
ing up the hearts with which we come in touch. 

To be sure, youth is ambitious. It looks away toward the 
cloud-crowned f>eaks of the future, and its brain whirls with far-i>ff 
views of aims and longings realized; it but narrows its lids and looks 
a little farther than the prosy present, and lo I admiration, laurel- 



wreaths, success. Hut these things all depend ufKm advantages and 
environments. Now, I can only determine the motive power of my 
life, and its aim. Let me think, shall mine be a career known for 
its social indulgences, or its study, or its charities ? What channel 
will I chix>sc for it, what name shall it be called—Hark! What is 
that ? 

** Otiw«rd, Chrifttian 

Marching as to war I ** 

It is the commencement hymn. For a moment, as the trium¬ 
phant harmony reaches me, 1 lie listening, my heart thrilled with 
the answer to my question, given by the fresh clear voices in the 
distance; then, with a sudden determination to go and blend my 
own with theirs in the last verse of that grand battle-hymn, 1 rise 
hastily, and with a twirting glance at the mighty hills, and a last fare¬ 
well to my dear old haunt, 1 move swiftly down through the aisles 
of dancing sunlight and shallow. 

KATiiKaiNE Ann WiiiTriKLD, 
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Hollins Institute, Hollins, Virainia. 





HOLLINS INSTITUTE, 

HOLLINS, VIRUINIA. 


.r.dJL?!! 1.*' •'* *?'’* *"•’ fof roun* Udin. not for womtn. Our 

^ M"®”'”*- Th. term. AtgA .nd .« aol ««d 

L . j; ‘ r*“'** *"**• T”** »« «•“ «"« •» Ameoc. to miopt th. 

tri'rw^JLTh^ 1 '*." I*' * “** «P»rt»B« hnn ptortd beyond qoortloo ihe 

Irtrl^hT,^ «™b^iif Myenl dep.rtmet.ia All th«t clu. of popil. who comWoe th. Hoe 
TbeMml ."V *“'*'*^ «” l»«oy>««««f«ny Iheir .peel.l work. .»d .t 

Drefi.r.t«^ Itmluete I. wme of the llterery departmenU The Khool .tao m.liiuln. « 
preiMratory depArtrartit for young girlt. 

d«.lll!n"’.»f!-!?‘‘.^!I‘""*“* •” “• '‘"0“' pohllclloo.. They glee to mlnale 

»« '“f" •” emim.t. ol Ihe ch.r»tet .nd fcdlltle. of the 
•rhool. Thry nrv perfectly relintOe. 

the **'**^!**J'V* **** orfciMry mean, of Informing themaeivca an to Ihe pemonnel of 

^iJTh ! " ^ '"V ‘^“•"‘"a i h.«« the pobltcatlo. of n.mVT^ 

Twelm lo Ji^t rlT*".^" "** r>ctu„m,no mwoer, I. all dlreello... 

Apply lot elrcttUm. w. employ no agenta. 

BOARD OF INSTRUCTION AND GOVERNMENT. 

Vn« M '• *'*'• *«l*rtoteode«t 

I hTh Prtnelp.1. 

I UAH. II, I iM KK, Mnalneaa Manager, 

LANGUAGE, LITERATURE AND SCIENCE. 

m " IMo«!!ZIi*'’ir'V ’*• H”’’"* *'®P'‘*"*>* Kngllah Language and Uleratnre. 

A. T. I; kZ^. , “ r?'"' Utln. Chemlatry. 

M li.t.l. t. •'»»»<h.ndr..r».o 

« ■ W Tell! Virginia). Mathemailea PhyMc. 

\Vl2I^\' P'lf'lo'ow. KeMdenl PhyMel.B. 

,V. C\ Tff*rr«*l|, llklory. 

Mn». In. V. Tumor. KnglUh, 

MI«mi h . I., C'(M«ko, Preuch. 

MI«m* II. H. Hurt, Utltt. 

Mluu 11 . A. Itutlatir. Mnlhenuillc.. Oermno 
Ml- Murlun i*. IlHyuo, KuglUh Co«po.lik>u. 

M — Oonovlovo Ru.ld, Prepwntory Hchool. 

Ml— M . M. Aleuiigrmpliy, Typewriting, etc. 

Ml— M. la. r«H«kop Regietrar, l.lbmrkia. 


MUSIC. 

'KZJTiJLr^'T ' **? “'**”• P^"®. Thmwyof MuMe, Chonm. 

Amlro Iruiix »1*» Ir— iCoocert Pmalec). l*inno 

Ml— M. M. 1*1—iic«, fin no. Theory of Miteltr 
Mm. \V, |\ Wc«l|n, Voice Culiuro. 

Ml— Knfo \V—Y«r, V(ol1u end Kindred I net rumen u. Piano. 

Ml— Tholln •*. Ilnywnrrig PUino. 


ART, ELOCUTION. 

Ml— MU—fi T. Murrlm^h, Drawing. Pninllng. 

Ml— Mnlrol M. tiormloy, Kkrcuikm, fhynlcnl Culture. 

DOMESTIC DEPARTMENT. 

Mm, < h—• I«. f 'ookog Mend of Deportmenl. 

Ml— Aiitilw l«. <‘o|o, Amlelnnl. 

Mm. Anna M. Kotio. AmUtaol. 

Ml— Itwilr le—twr, AnateUnl. 

CHAS. La COCKE. SUPT., HOLLINS P. O., VA. 




K. H. Stxwart, Prcsidcnl. ff 

Wm. G. Rvans, J 

Vice-Prcnident and Manager. 
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^ The E. H. Stewart t 

Furniture Co. t 
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Furniture, * 

Carpets, ^ 

Curtains, $ 

CHINA, 

GLASSWARE and 
HCTURES. 

Picture Frames Made to Order. 
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€dldwcll-$itc$« 

Company^ 

BOOKSELLERS 

ANDj».«I 

STATIONERS. 


Miscellaneous Books, Gift Books, 
Fine Btalionery and Bilvcr Novelties. 
laCather Goods and Novellica, Wright 
A Ditaou's Tennis (.oods, Visiting 
Cards Kngteved, Bupplies for the 
Young LaSdies of HoUln« Institute, 
and all at lowest prices. 


^ Nos. II and 13 

2 Campbell Avenue, _ 

2 z One day a HoUiiis 

« ROANOKE, VA. S »•'' « «•! 

A U dress wss crossing a 


No. 18 Salem Avenue* 

I ROANOKE, VA 
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denlv took place. The 
bull turned to butt her 
(butter) and the girl 
became a scarlet run¬ 
ner. 
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Bicvcies* 

$}« to $ 7 f. 

Kodaks* 

$f to $ 11 . 

* RND your Kodak Films to us to he 
w finished. We guarantee Batlsfac* 
tion and prompt service. The Hold¬ 
ing Pocket Kodak Is a little beauty. 
Write for catalogue of IHcyclcs and 
Kodaks j it's free. 

Roanoke 
Cycle Company 

E. L. FUPPO, M.ngfgr, 
ROANOKE, VA. 



« 

X LAWRENCES. 


FIRE, LIFE AND 
ACQDENT 
INSURANCE, 

No. 5 Ounpbell Avenue, 
ROANOKE, VA 







Roanoke Music Co.. 


P ianos, Organs, music, 

Guitars, maidollis. UloltRS. Etc. 
SptcUl Prkes to Spinsters « « « « 


C. r. JENNtNCS, Manager, ROANOKE. VA. 


Radford Steam Laundry. 


m 


c Caundrv RiaM. 

TUilbk Ttahli. ‘Phont M}. 


C. W. SANDERS. 
Pmo^mmon. 


ROANOKE. Va. 


J. A. KIRVEN AND CO.. 


D rv Roods, millinerv. 

Well OrwalKd SvtcUl Ordtr Dtpartmat. 
Onkn $«lkH(4 • • • • • • 


use AND 1138 BROAD STREET. COLUM BUS, O. 


J. Shartzer. Florist. 

SALEM. VA. 

f » C»l rtawTT*, Roaea, CarnatkotM mud VtotcU. 

V\um CRryaanthaaiMaM la mmmm. Kaaaml wort 
ta ail Mylca. Onlara liy Ulavraiph racaiva prompe 
atiaaikM. t i i t t i i Ptioaa 41. 


Proper 
Footwear 

A woman wouldn’t wear 
a Gainsborough hat or a 
man wouldn’t wear a silk 
hat on a bicycle. You 
should be just as correct 
about shoes as you are 
about hats. We sell the proper shoes for you to 
wear when on foot or on the bicycle. 

BOWDRE SHOE COMPANY, 

ROANOKE, VA. 

Why la (he Rea. Mr. Luck like an hoiieat merchant? 

Becauae hr U downrixht aquare. 

Van Lear Bros*, 

PHARMAQSTS. 

Salem Ave« and Jefferson St« 
ROANOKEp VA. 

Prescriptions tilled only by Graduates In 
Pharmacy. 

A very lante line of Fine Toilet Requisites 
and Perfumery. 

Special a$c. Tooth Brush we guarantee; 
others from (to (oc. 
SPECIALTIES I 

Crown Tooth Wash Crown Tooth Powder 

Crown Hair Tonic iVan Lear’s Cold Capsules 

CUT FLOWERS RECEIVED DAILY. 


























flCi. f. lanbee, 


Ipbotograpbcr ^ 


8 jjl(Mjjj ^^ 

CARBONETTE 


IS THE LEADING 
PHOTO. 

OF WHICH WE MAKE A 
SPECIALTY. 


Schools, Societies and (ieneral Ciroiip Work 
I'inished Up-to-Date. 


(Correspondence Solicited. 


212 South Jefferson St., ROANOKE, VA. 
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What Does a Promise Amount to? 

Not Very Much Unless you Keep It. 

Try One cf Our Promises. 


SCHOOL BOOKS, SCHOOL 
SUPPLIES, MISCELLANE. 
OUS BOOKS. FANCY GOODS, 
PICTURES, SILVER. CHINA, 
AND GOLD NOVELTIES i i 
BICYCLES AND SUNDRIES, 
BASEBALL, BASKET-BALL, 
TENNIS AND GOLF GOODS, 
CROQUET SETS, HAM¬ 
MOCKS I I I t t t I I t M 1 



10 Campbell Avenue, 

ROANOKE. VA. 

Uie • McFADDEN EXERCISER and 
Keep your Health. 


W« mMk« n •p^cialty of gattlng up Commancamant Invltationa. 
Wadding Invltationa, Announoamanta, At Homa Carda, Vlalting 
Carda, or anything In tha Engraving L.ina. 
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Why are Mmc yirU* lanipa like unkind hatbands? 

They are always wicked, and five up moat of their time to light objects, they |ro out at nights, 
they amoke. they consume dally a great amount of apirlta, they are often '‘broke,” and are occaa- 
kmally rather unsteady. 


} THE LAMP THAT LASTS, f 

ClK n«w Rochester. 

Plftsan years w we faegaa the nrunufarture of qmtre 
draft lamps. A dsalar bought one of the hrst and pUaid 
It In his show window. Each day It Is AIM sj^llghtet 
occaskNully U Is claanad and rawkiiad. That lamp 
good today. 



Hoon as 1%e I hs rU ssier eras demonstrated a sucteas. a 
host (W Imitstkms sprang up. A Iww at ihs better 
still surwtww: the real are mom. ‘ ““ 

all the people sonw of tlw time,” 

One 


onea 

Whyf ^Vou can low 
of tlw time,” but not all the time. 

_r lamp In a KoueeHotd Is hut a ba> 

gtnning 5ooo tlwrw will he ollwrs. l>o you want to 
kaoer erky 1 Write fur printed matter M latmeded. 


Chr Rochdier Dnp €o.. 

■t HI tr riL mirAai.Mh PiatmmodJJ BsfvUjrSL, N€W York 
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* IT IS GOOD FORM .. | 

TO USE 



q^HAT BLUE PRINT PAPER 
they are all using ! Why ? 
Because it prints faster, keeps 
better and gives more detail 
than any other paper of its 
kind. Send for circular, etc. 
Sample package and print 
sent postpaid to any address 
on receipt of lOc. in stamps. 

Peerless Blue Print Co., 

SOUDERTON, PA. 

U. S. A. 


i«C««CC««<«CC«C«C«i<s«««CC««*«««CC«CC«««' 





O’Neill & Co 

QurWt ind Ualngton Sts. 


WOODWARD & 
LOTHROP, 


BALTIMORE, 

MD. 

Liftm Importm South oi N<w York. 
Jt Jt Jt 




WASHINGTON, D.C 

MAIL 

ORDER 

DEPARTMENT 


Fln« OrcM Goods, Wrsps. MllUncry, 
Lmss, Whits Goods, 

Embroldsrks, Etc. 

Ji Jt ji 

Prompt Attention Given to Out of Town 
Orders. 


Lsdles*. Misses' snd Children's Outattings 

KsclttsWc Noeellics for Wc<ldlnc sod Mrth- 
clay Olf'S, Kuchre sod Card rartlrs, 
of oof own direct importation 
and personal election. 

Mooofrsma. Crests. Dies, Card and Weddinf 
Kngraeing, Pine aisiloocry. 

1«0 CATALOOrR. 

Onr mail rtrder department is st yoor 
euoiniand. and ndll lahe great plenanre in 
anaweiing pnimptly all c ur re a ponde nce . 
gteing 1 . 1(1 and Inteal Inroimation. 

Ilamplea free. 



I 

i 


AMERICAN AND FOREIGN 

Teachers' Agency. .. 


S upplies colleges, schools and Pamilies 
with Profesaora. Tcnchera, Tutors and Goe- 
emcasea, resident or visiting American or 
foreign. Parents aided in choice of schools. 


MRS. M. J. YOUNG-FULTON, 23 Union Square, New York. 


Roanoke (College, 

SALEM, VA. 


Increasing Patronage 
from many States 
and seeemi 
Foreign CounlHea, 



^** **^** * Degrees, with Klectivea. Libmry of twenty<ont thousand volumes. Working 
laltoratory. Healthful mountnin climnte. Beat moral, sodnl and religious Influences. Sis 
churches. Ho barrooms. 


MODERATE EXPENSES 


JULIUS D. DREHER, President. 


BEFORE YOU BUY. PRICE OUR GOODS. 

Johnson & Johnson. 


DRUCCISTS. 


CORNKR JKrFKRSON STREET AND 
SALEM AVENUE, 


ROANOKE. VA. 


W. K. DKATOH. 

President. 


JtMIEPII STKAS, 
Vlca-Pf eaidenl and Sccreury. 


Deaton Cirocery (>o., 

W H ( ) L h: S A L h: I) I* AI, F R S. 


ROANOKE, 


VIRGINIA 






























D.NI. TAYLOR 

( COLLARS 
LADIES' CUFFS 
( TIES 

112 South Jcfftrton Street, 

ROANOKE, VA. 

¥U¥ 

GENTS' 

FURNISHINGS. 


Amateur Photography 

Anyone, without any experience and with 
no inainiction other than contained in the 
manual furniahed. can nuike beautiful pho* 
tofrapha with the 

PREMO CAMERA. 



Catatogua aent free upon applicatloo. For 
Avt centa we will enclooe aample photograph. 

Rochester Optical Co. 


Who la the Uaieat girl at llolllna Inaiilute? 
taaheila Huggina, hecauae ahe liea tongeal In bed. 



Churchea and Peativala Supplied at 
Wholeaale Pricea. 

Storeat go« Second Street, S. W., and 
JO Salem A venae. 

F, L. WOOD, D, D. S. 

¥¥ 

Alex. Bowman « Son, 

14 SALEM AVENUE, 

ROANOKE 

ROANOKE, VIRGINIA. 

BAKERY.. 


UlhskMk Aid Scull Bikers, eosfcc- 
rtoicrs. Icf CrciM IIUsBficurcn. 
f orchis isd Dowcftk f rvics. 


NEW YORK 

♦ ♦♦♦ W¥i*»***# 




BLACK MOHAIR BRILLIANTINE 


64 Inches Wide 


68 Cents Per Yard. 


Catalogue of their Varioua Departmenta 
bent on Application. 


Mall Orders Solicited. 


Hardware 

AND WnCRC TO BUT ITI 

FAIRFAX 
BROS. WHT ? 

t**Fgeal Stock Beat Aaaortment 
Right Pricaa Prompt Attention 



Theae twlng PAIR PACTS, ahonld 
win your trade. 

rflIRrflX DR25. 

Wholeaale and Retail Hardware, 

ROANOKE, VA. 


if^UK Anr atock of carriagea, phwtt>na, tratni, 
V#' buggiea, harneaa and genemi line of far- 
mera' auppliea will certainly pleaae yon A 
full line of bicycira, Wheeler Wilaon 
imm machiuea. all at loweat pricea conaiatent 
with good material and Arei-claaa workman- 

YOST-HUFF CO., I.ld., 

aoS, aieand aia Jeffrraon SC., 

ROANOkR, VA. 


Watt, Renew & Clay, 

Fine UreaaOooda, tUlkaand Veleeta; Laceaand KtnbfoldeHea; Hovelllealn l^dlea' 
Heckweart Nollona and Toilet Artkleo; Gloetn, Hoolery. Handkerchief a and 
Corartai Rlbbona, Fanry Oooda, Rwhrold^ hilkaand Mamped Mnenat Unena. 
WhiU Oooda and Waah Oeiodai Lnce Cntlnlna, Fbrtleraa nnd Upholalety Oooda ; 
liomeatlca Flannela and RIankeu. Mnalln l^nderwonr, Silk and WaahabU Waiaia, 
Aepnrate Skirta, Snita and reetkonin. Tmaika and Haga. Specially attractlTe lint 
of Trunka. Our Kid Qloee Stark a Speekil feature. All Kid Oloeea Sited to the 
hand by competent Atteto Mall Ordera aollrited and pnmiplly attended to. 


GEORGE MacfiAINt Mknsger. 



































Published by . . G. SCHIRMER, 

NKW YORK: 

Musical Messages, For every dny in the ye«r. A colicctioii of three huo- 

® dred eod •isty-five quot«tion« on the eub^ect of 

rooslc, from the work* of femooe •uthotx with blank •pace* for notation of pri¬ 
vate data. By ftebekab Crawford. Hew llluatrated edition, handaomety bonod. 
Price, net....... I'.JS 

Contralto Album, Twenty ievmionfa. Kdlted by Maa Spicker. 

Paper, net...1**^ 

Cloth, net ........... ... ... • *. 

Dictionary of Musical I'crms, Deflnlng upward* of nine 

^ Ihonaand mu*Ual term*. By 

l>T Th. Baker. Net. P ^ 

Small Sonijs for Small Sinners, By w m i«ridiiiif«. mux 

^ ” colored ItluatratloQ*. Poi the 

home ami klnderparten. Net..1* 50 

rOPI SALE BY ALL MUSIC OCALCRS. 

Why la Clem, the head gardnrr. cruet to Mr. Cocke ? 

Becaiiae he pull* hie ear* anti tread* on hi* corua. 


THE 

W P, Dupuy. H. M. Daanall. 

riMF.S 

W. P. DUPUY 

— 

& CO. 

Evtav Mcwhino Cxcipt Monday. 

Fire, Life, and Accident 

Roanouk Publibhino Co.. 

PuBLiAHtat and PaopaKToai. 

Insurance. 

122 CamPMLL AvCNWt, SOUTHWttT, 


ROANOKE. VA. 

ABSOLUTE SECURITY. 

Wt Covta THt Fiilo. 

LOWEST RATES. 

_ 

PROMPT ATTENTION. 

Twuh hy Kail, < Pattag* PrtpaM> i 

Dully, one montk ..f .|a 

Dally, tkree mouik* . ... . i.ja 

Daily, ala montka. |uw 

Dully, uue yuar. la advauce yaa 

iuuday adlllou, oue year ........ lao 

Ooorvla Home laaurauee ComMuy. 

Cotombu*. Oa. 

llauchesier PIre liwu'aiiee Compam, 

MaucHe*ter. Kuclaud. 
at. Paul PIre and Marluc luaurunce Co. 

at. Paul. Minn. 

Btaudard I4fe and Aeddeni lUMirmnee Co . 

Detroit. Mkk. 


Heironimus 

and Brugh 

Dry Goods House 

Cor. Campbell Avenue and Henry St. 

Roanoke, Virginia. 


Wo ohntiMCNl our l<K*iiilon Jnnunry« MlM, and hnvo now tho 
lararoMt, t»cmt llarhteHl mid bemt Mto<*kod llry CirKMla lloiino In Nouth- 
wowt VIrvInIn. 

With InorimwcHl fholllilow, wo will bc« oimhhMl to onrr.r muoli 
ftillor lln«m or «w«*rythlnM portnlnlnir to n dry irtwHia hiiwIniwM* mid 
wo Invito tbo pniruiin of ItollliiM liiuiltiito nnd thedr friouda to vlnlt 
our oMtnbllMhinont. Our lliiow will bo Pmiid tlio Iwrtftwit mi«l inoni 
ooinploto nt nil ilincw. 


LIST OF DEPARTMENTS: 


llroMw fjoodn 

Mllkn 

Vidvotu 

Whlto ibrnda nnd 
Kmbroldorlow 

Vollliiipi 

lirrwn Trlmmliisn 


lllblnmn 

(ilovow 

IfnndkorohlofW 

Corwotn 

llowlory 

rndorwonr 

Knnoy Work 

Nottoun 


Jowolry 

I^mthor (locMin 

tJnonn 

Wnnh (iotwiw 

lloufM<nimlMltliiMn 

ItUtfw 

llrusvrfn 

tionku nnd HulU 


MAIL ORDERS PROMin'LY 
ATTENDED TO. 


* 

4 

* 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 

4 


HKIRONinUS & BRUOH 





















nnnrn up ww¥ui?U¥WWtJtTW¥ n p¥¥¥tTurrw 

311. 3nUeij, 
ITpxington, 33n. 



Photographer to Hollins Institute, 1808 . Illustrations for the 
Spinster, Washington and Lee University and Virginia 
Military Institute Annuals. 

FINE CARBON, CHALK, AND INDIA INK 
PHOTOGRAPHS A SPECIALTY. 

hiw wo oo yywTTPuni DDHuuiiwuuu wwgouowwwt 


Why U Mr*. Tyrntr Ilk* orph€i» P 

B*c«uiic HIM U ii1w«y« harping on the monnUlna. 


$. mcCaUflWin, F. Weber & Co. 


HOLLINS 

STORE.. 

l>«aWr In . . « 

General Merchandise. 


A Fntl Aaaortmeni OonftctlottA 
Pancy Cnhea, Cmehera. DnagglaC 
•nndriaA Tollat nnnpa» Tooth 
Pmaha*. tir. 


ManuracTuaf an ann 
i«if»o«Tcna or 

/Artists’ 

/r\aterial 8 


Kngln««r»* and Drnughtamen’a Buppliaa, 
Drawing Malcriala and Drawing Inalrw 
manta, China fainting Matcriala, Wood 
Itetrning OntAla. a large aaaortmant of Draw 
lag and fainting iModlam. 


Ifo. • North Chaiiea htrect, 
BALTIMOPIC. Mo. 

Main 1115 Chaainnt Mrtat. 

PHILADCLPHIA Pa. 



J. J. CATOGNI, 

Manufacturer and Dealer in AH Kinds of 

Candies and Cakes* 


Foreign and Domestic Fruits, Bananas, Or¬ 
anges, Lemons, Apples, Cocoanuts, 
Nuts, Raisins, Dates, Figs, etc. 

Soda Water, all Ravors, Hot Soda, Crystal- 
ized Fruits, Home Made Candy a Spe- 
ty, Cream Bon-Bons, etc. Lowney’s 
Celebrated Chocolates. 

Ice Cream Parlor. Families, Festivals and 
Churches supplied with Cream at Short 
Notice. 

Restaurant attached-Regular Meals and 
also on the European plan. Meals 25 
cents. Tickets, 21 meals, $4.00. 

32 Salem Avenue, 



t qWJSEY'S 

Cbocointr Bor^Doos. 


ROANOKE, VA.^******^* 'Phone 7>. 














A BIG FIND! 



It make* jron happy when )oa 
find aomethlog valuable, doc«ti*t 
It ? For DIaniooda and Rich Jew¬ 
elry, alao Miiver NovetlleiK etc., 
for a better etock never waa gath* 
ered together. For MedaU of 
every dearrlptlon made to order. 
Deeigne forniehed. 

Louis Voigt, Jr., 

104 SiUm Avc., 

ROANOKE, VA. 






Who la the moat pioua officer at Mollloa Inatltute f 

Mr. Ralea Cocke, becaoae hi" thonghu are nearer heaven. 



OPEN ALL THE YEAR. 

Sft.Ul Rgtoi for the Summer Season. 


S. K. CAMPBELL, 
Manager. 


‘Etjepg 

CToman 

Owes It to hcraell to be as attract¬ 
ive as poastble. A proper treat¬ 
ment of the Skin with the help of a 

Gimel’s Hair 
Complexion Brush 

Never falls to bring pleasing 
results. THREE SIZES. 


50c., 75c and $1. 

Sent by mall on receipt of price. 



ROANOKE, VA. 


CMOCOLATta. 


I^ozenbaum 

'Bpoz. 

2b Salem Avenue, Southwest, 

ROANOKE, VA. 

Respectfully announce to the la¬ 
dies of Hollins Instttute that they 
carry the most compleU line of 

Dress Goods, Ladies' Wraps, 
Millinery and Notions 

In the city, and would further 
state that they will take particu¬ 
lar pains in attending to the wants 
of the young ladies, and supply 
them with all needs in their line t 
all hey ask is an inspection, and 
they will use every effort to please. 

ROSENBAUM BROS. 


Bdltor-in-Chlef. MIm Anns C. Gslcs, N. C Business Msnsger. Miss Besste K. Feytoti. s. 
Associstr Kdltors, Miss Ross P. Cocke. Vs. AssH Business Mngr., Miss Msry A. Johns. Tss. 
Miss Gertrude Whiting. N Y. 

Zbc Sptnetcr, 

pttbUsbcb Bnnnatlt bf ibe •cnisc Class of 

tjoutnd Institute. Va. 



pm fiPINBTRR. OUT yc«r book, is a handsome pubtkalloo. I» hsnd- 

pagrt atxmt * i lo inebea, prinlrd In good dear type, on rnsroe j,, 

somely lllustrnled with half lone and line engravings, from ^ 

ami pen sod Ink drawinga The MmSing la heavy tmarda. with nockram cov . g. 
~ ornamentv<1 by a tasteful design In gold, af Hs 

THK filMNfiTKR reflects the echool life nl Molllna, watches with lotsrest Ih 
Alnmnir, and Is a soitvenlr well worth keeping (mmedi 

The managrmeni will reedve a limited number o# ad^vrlisemrou for in 
atcly following the residing mailer. 

ilPACK RATMR 

Full l*age. Hs-en. Half Page. Mja. tjuarler Page. |4 V* 

•t;RBCRII*TIO}i-fis.ea per copy, !• advance. 


Addrees alt communlrations lo 


MOLtlNR INRTITUTI, VA 
























PUBLISHED BY THE 


CujcUan an^ Cucpian Xitcrar? Societies 
of l5oUins Institute, Diroinia. 


* I ^HE SEMI-ANNUAL »• conducted by an annually-chosen Board ol 
^ hve editors consisting of two members of the Euieiian Society, and 
two members of the Euepian Society ; the Senior Editor being chosen from 
either Society 

There will be frequent articles from the Alumn» Special attention it 
g'ven to the collection of items of interest to former students. 

THE SEMI-ANNUAL it published February 1st arsd July 1st. Single 
copies, twenty.fiire cents. Advertising rates per issue : 

ONE PAGE,.$10.00. 

ONE-HALF PAGE. • - - 6.00 

ONE-QUARTER PAGE, - - 4.60. 

It IS with pleasure that we call the attention of the public to our adver¬ 
tisements All business communications should be addressed, throughout this 
session, to 

MISS ZOE SYKES. 

^otn scmi-Annual. 
Hollins. Virginia. 


M 


1 




Th« aborTr ** ** or '*lr»de-ra«rk** aptirAni on quite a number of ’ui School and 

College Annuals and Catatognes, as follows i 


Hollins Instiinie. Hollins. .. 

Hollins Institute. l{olllnB, Va. 

Hollins Instilutc. Hollins. Va. . . . . 

Washington A I,ee Unlvrreity, Lexington.Va. 
Washington A I.ee trnieerslty, I.eaington.Va. 
Virginia MitiUry Institute, I^ington. Va. - 
Virginia l*nl)rtechnic Institute, Rlacksbnrg. Va. 
Hampden-Hidney College. Hampden-iUdoey, Va. 

Virginia College, Roanoke. Va. 

Virginia College. Konnoke. Va. , . 

m. Albans, Kadbml. Va. 

at. Albans, Radford. Va.. 

Missisaippi A. A M. College. 

Agricnttural College. Mias, 
thofier College. Rome, G«. • - . 

a«mthwest Vlnrlnla tnatilute. RrWl. Tenn . 
Atate Female Hortnal School, Farmville, Va • 
Roanoke College. Salem. Va. • . . . 


•* The Spinster •• 

Catalognc 
»* Herai-Annual ’* 

•’ The Calya « 

Catalogue 
••The Bomb” 

•• The angle ” 

*• The Kalridoacope •• 

•• Virginia College Annual *» 
Catalogne 
•*The Fromus" 

CnUlogue 

••The Respite** 

“The Ir4a»» 

Sense and Nonsense ** 

•• Normal Light *• 

“Roenigen Rays" 


All of the alioee publications speak fnr thBiwr* _ • 

of work U not rIv.M In ihl, maUm of lb* ooonirv W. Iwndllo* Ihl. rUu 

lor Ih* hamlllni of MKh poWlr«MoM.^'wh.«** " ••'•'*••••»•»«« faHlilln 

for yon, n„, y«r-. Ann,-,., «—.e«o your pr,p,r..k.n. 

• •ucnm of II. iMlh nn W. M onra w« can .> 1.1 yon In rnnkiny 


5l?e 5tor)e priptit?^ ai>d /T)f^. §o. 

L. ntone. ’<0-Hf.1i4 NORTN JKrrCRSON STRf it. 

ksss.sVnt ROANOKE, VA. 
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